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ADVERTISEMENT. 
r r Th, 


CITIES EDITOR 
— * fark volume n ie 
| having met with a favourable reception from the 
Public, the Publiſher has been enabled thus early to- 
complete f fore, 24 fon ares wy. 


Teta h lkemile preparing forthe pres « fü dee 
| Jome, which will be publiſſed at the ſame diſtance of 
ume as between the firſt: and ſeed 3. aud the ſelection- 
it is hoped, will no leſs merit the approbation of the 
Public. | - =P . n RX; 


Ir is the wiſh of the publiſher, in the proſecution of - 
this undertaking, not to interfere with any gentlemens 
| pieces, from the fale of which, in a detached mannery,, 
| they may expect any further emolument : At the me 
| time; theſe gentlemen will confer upon him a particular 
obligation, in giving their permiſſion to inſert ſuch of 
cheir corrected * e 
3 nn - 
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RE MAYOR OF GARRATT. 
raſcal? Is that all yaur manners? Has -his Majeſty 


dubb'd me a Knight Ir you to make me a Miſter? Are 


. the candidates near apon coming? 


Reg Nic Gooſe taylor From Futbey, they ſay, 


| i be be here in a crack, Sir Jacob. 


Sir Fac. Has Margery fetch d i in the linen? | 

Rog. Yes, Sir Jacob. _ | 

Sir * Are the 250 aud the N lock'd-v up in 
the 3 TTY 14. J. tt 

Rog. Safe, Sir Mb. — . 

Sir Jac. And the plate and Ne in the pantry? 

* Rog. Yes, Sir Jacob. 

Sir Fac. Then give me the key: the mob will ſoon 
be upon us; and all is fifh that comes to their net. Has 
Ralph laid the cloth in the hall? 11 3 

Rog. Yes, Sir Jacob. ; 

Sir Fac. Then let him bilag- out the turkey. and 
chine, and be 8 there is plenty of muſtard; and, d'ye 
hear, Roger, do _ 2 yourſelf at the * gate, and be 
careful w vt wr 145 | 
Rag. I Sir Lang . | [Exit Rog. 
Sir Fac. 80, now I believe Hangs are pretty ſecure: 
but-I'can't think what makes my daughters ſo late ere 

they Rm, Enn 
Who is that, 3 
- Rog. e Maſter Lint, the PAO] Sir 


A 


Sir Fac. LitYin bs What the deuce can he want? 
Enter Lint. 


Sir Jac. Well, Maſter Lint, your will? | 
Lint. Why, I come, Sir Jacob, partly to inqure after 


your health, and partly, 2 I 7 ſay, to "_ the bu · 


Lineſs of the day. 
Sir Jac. What buſineſs? 

Lint. Your worſhip knoweth, this being the ar of 
degli, the rabble may be riotous; in which zo, 


_  maims, bruiſes, m4” diſlocations, fractures fi 
and compound, may likely enſue: now your w 


need not be told, . 
. 


reer 
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THE MAYOR OF CARRATT. „ 
Sir Fac. True, Maſter List, and equally ful in 


F both. 
Lint." It is your workkigh 
, cob. Is it your-worſhip's 
hand to the maim'd? . 
Sir Zac. By all means. 1 * 
Lint, And to whom muſt 1 bring de my bine 
« Sir Jac. Doubtleſs the veſtry. 
| Lint. Your =—_ p knows, that, kill or cure, I 5 
contracted to c the pr” by the great: bot 
this muſt be . e 2 
Sir Jac. No, no; all under one: comeyMaſter Lint, 
don't be unreaſonable. * 
Lint. Indeed, Sir Jacob, I can hardly afford it. Whit © 
with the dearneſs of drugs, and'the' number of patients 


; e ee L can't get ſalt to my por 


eaſare- to fay fo, 'Siv\Ja- 
nm 


— 


0 ir » Fac. Bad this year, the better the next. We 
** If muſt take things rough and ſmooth as they lun. 
Lint. Indeed I have a very hard bargain. + > 


; Sir Fac. No ſuch matter; we are, neighbour Lint, a 
& little better inſtructed. Formerly, indeed, a fit of ill - 


re 
# Rp afar etna ch 
1 Lint. Marry, heaven tobid! 


4 Sir Fac. No, no; your eſſences,” elirirs, emetics, - 
T ſweats, drops, and your paſtes, and your pills, have 
I ſilenced your peſtles and mortars. Why, a fever that 
would formerly have coſt you a fortune, you . | 
5 cure for twelve penn'orth of powder. BY 05 Ne 
4. Lint. Or kill, Sir Jacob. 


Sir Fac. And then as to your ſcurvies, 4 gouts, - 
rheumatiſms, conſumptions, coughs and catarrhs, tar- 
water and turpentine will make you i ound as a roachs 

Lint. Noſtrums. : + 

Sir Jac. eee fpecifices Maſter Lint. W 1 

Lint. I am vety ſorry to find a man of your wt OY 
ſhip? (Bi ſeed promoter pally 16 mtg | 
of quacks, Sir Jacob. "i 

Sir Jac. Regulars, Lint, D look it their | 
damen —— Roger, bring me t e | 
dae fTsü“ „ 


6 
Az Me. Lal. 
* 1 0 
9 - , 
- - 


4 THE MAYOR OF: GARRATT. 5 


Tint. Plaguy lars; murderous dogs. 
Roger brings the News. 
| Sir Fae: Liars! Here, look at the liſt of their 
eures. The oath of Margery =: of rr” 
WAY, ſpinſter. | 
Lint. Perjuries. 


$i Foe. And fe her, the dune hve 6gn- 


- "Lint FiRitious, Sir Jacob... 
Sir Fac. Sworn before the worſhphl Mr Jute 
Drowly, this thirteen day OO 

« Lint, \Forgery- 

Sir Fac. Why, hark ye, r "ds. you think" Ms 
Juſtice Drowiſy would ſet his hand to a forgery. 
Lint. I know, Sir Jacob, that woman; ſhe has been 
cured of fiſty diſeaſes in a 1 and every * 
_ 1 You | 

ir Jac. Von impudent - I Lind. ee 

Lint., Of a dropſy, by Well 1} 2461 Aran 

Sir Fac. Audatibus - L. Brohl "ory! 
Lin. A cancer, by Grand l 

Sir Fac: Arrogant - ne 1520 5% 

Lin. A pally; by Walker— — Keel: ' Te 

© Sir Fac: Impertinent—  - 8 

Lint. Gout and ſciatic, by Rock As 

Sir Fac, Inſalent -- N . 

- Lint. Conſumption, * Stevens's ——ô nt 6! y 
Hir Fac.  Paltry— ' | 
Lint. And {quinting by he the Cheraier Taylor — 

Sir Fac. Pill-gilding-pu 

Lint. And as to the e ſo. the affidarit  briog 
him a ſhilling— 

Sir Fac. Why, hark'ye, raſcal, nn abuſe 
the commiſſion : Vou blood · letting, rooth-drawing 
 corn-cutting, worm-killing, bliſtering gliſtering 
Lint. Bleſs ine, Sir Jacob, I did not think to 
Sir Fac. What, ſirrah, do you inſult me in my office? 
Here, Roger, out with him Turn him out. | 

*Lint. Sir, as I hope to be— -- e I's 

Sir Fac. Away with him; © You ſcoutdrel; if my 

deck was within, I'd ſend you this inſtant to Brides 


1 _ um are a Gioyeolefipuld iaives, TELL 


7 


* 


4 
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THE MAYOR'OF/GARRATT,” &#& 


all my reading in Wood, and Nelſon, and Burn; if 


after twenty years attendance at turnpike-meetings, ſeſ- 
ſions, petty and quarter; if . of rates, li- 
cenſing ale · houſes, and 2 vagrants But 
all reſpect to authority is loſt, and nus Quorum, now 
a- days, ia no more regarded than a petty conſtable. 
Hucting. ] Roger, Tee who is at the gate? Why, the 
fellow is 
2 Juſtice Sturgeon, nnn from Bren- 
ii Fac. Gad's my life! and Major us the Middle, 
militia, Uſher him in Roger. | 
* . Enter Ma — ix 
Sir Face, I could hav with yaa bod come 2 Hue 
ſooner, Major | 
Maj. Why, what has been the matter, Sir Jacob?-; 
Sir Fac," There has, Major, been here an — 
pill. monger, who has dared to ſcandalize the whole body 


oi the bench. / 
Maj. Inſolent companion! had I been here, I would ts 


have mittimus'd the raſcal at once: 

Sir Fac. No, no, he wanted the Major more thas the 
Magiltrate 3- a few ſmart ſtrokes from your cane would 
have fully anſwer'd the purpoſe, Well, Major, our 
wars are done; the. — — and ſqueaking fife now 
wound our ears no more. 

Maj. True, Sir Jacob, our corps is diſembodied, Io 
the French may fleep in ſecurity. 2 

Sir Fac. But, Major, was it not rather late in life For 
you to enter upon the profeſſion of arms? | 

Mai. A little e in the beginning, Sir Jacob: 
the great difficult had. was to get me turn our 
my toes ; but 8 reconciles all them kind of 
things: why, after my firſt campaign, I no dint ed 
mn CON IO AIgy N 

Sir Jae, No! p 2 

Mai, No. 1 
they merit. For the general good, indeed, 1 am glad of 
the peace 3 but as to my ſingle ad yet we * 
W ſome deſperate duty, Sir In. * 

Sir Fac. No doubt. 

1 Oh e and counter. marching 

; 3 


— 


wa \ — a 8 
* 5 


& THE MAYOR OF GARRATT. 
from Brentford to Elia; from Elin to A don, from Ac - 
ton to Uxbridge: The duſt flying, ſun ſcorching, men men 
ſweating Why, there was our laſt expedition to Houn- 
now, that —. work carried off Major Moloſſas. Bun- 
hill - fields never ſaw a braver —— 3 aha 
| irreparable loſs to the ſer vice. | 
—_— ac. How came that about? 
Y Why, it was partly the Majors own faule: : I: 
Al bn to pull off his ſpurs before he went upon ac- 
tion; but he was reſolute, and would not be rul'd. . vt 
Sir Zac. Spiritz..zeal For the ſervice. + 
Maj. Doubtleſs—But ta proceed : In order to get 
our men in good ſpirits, we were quarter'd at Thiſtle- 
worth the evening before; at day- break, our regiment 
form'd at Hounſlow town's end, as it might be about 
here. The Major made a" fine diſpoſition: on we 
mareh'd, the men all in high ſpirits, to attack the gib- 
det where Gardel is hanging; but turning down à nar- 
row lane to the left, as ix —— be about there, in or- 
der to polſeſs a pig's ſtye, that we might take the gal- 
lows in flank, and at all events ſecure a retreat, who 
+ mould come by but a drove of fat oxen for Smithfield, 
The drums beat in the front, the d dogs bark'd in the 
rear, the oxen ſet-up gallop; on they came thunderin 
upon us, broke th 3 
D. the whole corps in eee 
"= ac. Terrible! 5 
a. The Major's harſe nook: to bis n | | be 
_; over the heath. Thar gallant commander ftuck 
' both his ſpurs into the flank, and for ſome time held by 
his mane 3 but in eroſſing a ditch, the horſe threw up 
is head, . the Major a dowſe in the chops, and 
1 into 8 hor Pit, . by the yoaſur 
mils. 
Sir Fac. Dreadfolt | ; 
Ma. Whether from he fall or rh fright ab Major 
mov d i off i ina month Indeed: it was an mn 
day for us all. n. N 
Si Jar. As how? WY 1 
Ma. Why, as Captain . e Patty» 
Pan, Enfiga Tripe, and myſelf, were returning to town 
I the Turaham-Green Rage, ve were ſtopp'd near the, 


* 


- 


. 9 


THE MAYOR OF GARRATT.” 7 
e e ee bee and . en, 

"Sir Fac. An onforttniate ay; indeed! | 

Maj. But io ſome meaſure to make me amends, I [got 
the Major's commiſſion. 1 

Sir Fac. You did 1 
| Mai. O yes. Luke ab wy ons of che ga 
1 could ride; otherwiſe we always ſucceeded of courſe: no 
e jumping over heads ; ne underhand work among us; all 
men of honour; and I muſt do the regiment 2 
to ſay, there never was a ſet of more amiable officers. 


et Sir Fac. Quiet and peaceable. 
e- Ma As ibs Sir Jacob: Excepti ——. | 
at bout at the Three Compaſſes in Acton * Cap- 
ut tain Sheers and the Colonel, concerning a game at alle, 
re fours, I don't remember a fingle diſpute. 

a Sir Jac. Why, that was mere mutiny ; the Captain. 
Yo 

r- 

1 

10 

d. 

ie 


1 2 


58 TY. 


ought to have been broke. 
- Maj. He was: for the Colonel not only took away 

his cached but his. cuſtom ; and I don't think poor 

Captain Sheers has done a ſtitch for him fince.  . 

Sir Jac. But you ſoon ſupplied the loſs of Molaſſas? 

Maj. In part only: no, Sir Jacob, he had great ex- 
tence; he was trained up to arms from his youth: at 
 fixteen he trail'd a pike in the artille ery- ground: at 
eighteen got a company in the Smithfield » pianeers; an 

by the time he was twenty, was made aid -de · camp to 

1 knight, ö nn * 

o Ww. . 
Sir Fac. A rapid riſe 1. ; 

- + May. c 
wanted in practice, I made up by doubling my diligence; 
Our porter at home had been a ſerjeant of marines:. ſo 
after ſhop was ſhit up at night, he us'd to teath me 
rh coders and he not to deal with a date, Sir 


- . # 


Ir Rees, n 

te Sir Fac. mana * 
. M. Amazing. Ina week I could ſhoulder, and weſt 
2 and poize, and turn to the right, and wheel ta cho left; 

2 andi in leſs than a months $ could Gre vathput Yong 


n or blinking. | 
1e | . Sr Jar A pero Hannibal! UE. Yo 


, 
* 


| 
| 
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8 THE MAYOR OF GARRATT. 
Maj. Ah, and then I learnt to form lines, and hol 
lows, and ſquares, and evolutions and revolutions: Let 
me tell you, Sir Jacob, it was Jucky that Monſieur kept 
his myrmidons at home, or we ſhould have pepper'd his 
flat bottom'd boats. 

Sir Fac. Ay, marry, he had a watetiioen eſcape. 
Ma. We would a taught him what a Briton can do, 
who is fighting pro arvis and focus.” ' 
Sir Fac. Pray now, Major, which do you look upon 
as the beſt diſciplin'd troops, the London regiments, or 
the Middleſex militia? jq 

Maj. Why, Sir Jacob, it does not become me to 
ſay; but lack a- day, they have never ſeen any ſervice— 
Holiday ſoldiers! Why. I don't believe, unleſs indeed 
upon a lord mayor's day, and that mere matter of ac- 
cident,. that they were ever wet to the Lein in therr, 
lives. in og 
Sir Fac. Indeed! | 

Maj. No: ſoldiers for lun ine, ee ow 
have not the l the ait, the freedom, the Jenny 
gui that Oh, could you but ſee me lalute: You have 
"— ſpontoon 5 in the houſe? 

Jac. No; but we could get you * dle 

Maj. No matter. Well, Sir Jacob, and how are 
your fair daughters, ſweet Mrs Sneak, and the lovely 
Mrs Bruin: is ſhe as lively and as brilliant as ever? 

Sir Fac. Oh ho, now the murder is out; this viſit 
was intended for thems come, own now, 'Major, did not 
you expect to meet 15 them here? You officers are 
men of ſuch gallantry 

Maj. Why, we th tickle vp the ladies, Sir Eb: 
there is no reſiſting a red coat. 

Sir Zac. True, true, Major. 

Maj. But that is now all over with me. Farewell 
„to the plumed ſteeds and neighing troops,” as the 
black man ſays in the play; like the Roman cenſurer, 
1 ſhall retire to my ſavin fied, and there- * cab - 


Sir Jac. Under the ſhade of your uncle * 5 
May. True; I have done with the major, and now 
return to the magiſtrate; Cedunt arma tagge. 15 
Sir of na Still in the ſervice of . country. wi . 

N af. 


| 
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. True; man was not made for himſelf; and ſo, 


cin way, I am come, Sir Jacob, to wad ohm. a hand. 
ir Fac. Done like a neighbour. '7 
Maj. | have brought, as I e moſt of ove bu 
neſs will be in the battery way, ſome warrants and mit- 


timuſes ready fill'd up, with all but the names of ** 7 


parties, in order to ſave time. 
Sir Fac. A provident magiſtrate. 


Maj. Pray, how ſhall we manage as to the ** of 


tow for I reckon we ſhall have oaths as plenty as 


ac. Why, with- regard to that branch. of out | 
vr e 7 eds he I EI 


ſleep. 


* pretty that way. 


2. Eb and 45 to the flocks, e ſhould never nd room 


Maj. avg Sir Jacob, i is Matthew Marrowbone, the ' 


23 of your town, liring or dead?ꝰ 
Lieing. 


55 
Pn, 


ac. As, 
WD hes CT Lt ta. Þ 


thinking. that this would prove a buſy day in the juſti- 


Maj. I ſhould think we might pick up ſomething 
Sir Fac. No; poor raſeals, they would not be able 5 


or” Fac. 2 Major; nat ak ould comes 


wy of his mouth. _ 
Maj. Lou ſurpriſe mie; why, when he frequented 
our ton of n. . day, he has taken out a guinea in 
Sir Fac. Etirely : ey ſay his wife bas made him 


| a methodiſt, and that he preaches at Kenmagton Com- 


Maj. What a deal of miſchief thaſe raſcals do in the 
country Why then we have entirely loſt him? 
ee In that way ; but I got a brace of bind - 


over from him laſt week for a · couple of baſtards. ©. | 


Maj. Well done, Maſter Matthew But pray now, 
Sir Jacob— Mos without, buzzal 
| Sur Jas. t's the matter now, Roger? 


ef 


£ Enter rc to ow if 53 
Rog. The dleQors defire to * my mw b 
* to ene | | 


Sir 


' 


10 THE MAYOR OF GARRATT. 

Sir Fc. By no means; let them be free in their 

choice I ſhan't interfere. 
: And if your worſhip has any objection to Criſ- 
pin aj 2 eng the cobler's being returning officer? 
Sir Fac. None, provided the veal can vey himſclf 
ſober. Is he there? 
Rog. Yes, Sir Jacob: make way ein ſtand farther 
off from the gate: here is Madam Sneak in a chair wy 
with her huſband. - 

| Maj. Gad's fo, you wil Kn me to convoy her in. 
8 Ei Maj or. 
8 Sir Jac. Now here is one of the evils of war. i This 

| Sturgeon was as pains-taking a Billiugſgate-broker as 

27 the bills of mortality. But the x is got out of 

his element; the ſoldier has quite demoliſh'd the citizen. 
Enter Mrs Sneak, handed by the Major. 

Me Sneak. Dear Major, I demand a milion of par- 
dons. I have given you a profuſion of trouble; but my 
huſband is ſuch a gooſe-cap, that I can't get no 
out of him at home or abroad—Jerry, Jerry Sneak— 

Your: blefling, hes Jacob. 

Sir Fac. hter, you are welcome to Garratt, 

Mrs Sneak. © hy, Jorry Sneak! I fay— 
_— Sneak, with a band- 2 a hoop -petticoat W bis 

arm, and cardinal, &c. &c. Ke. 

Smeal. Here, lovy. | 2913 

Mrs Sneak. Here, looby: there, lay theſe things in 
the hall; and then go and look after he horſe; Are 
you ſure you have got all the things out of the n ö 

Sneak Ves, chuck. * | 

Mrs Sneak. Then give me my G f 5 8 

erry drops the things in ſearching his pocket for the fan. 
De, Steak: Did . L 1e fuck 41 hf [ 
am quite aſham'd to be feen with him abroad; go, get 
you gone out of = fight. „ 

Sneak. I go, Good day to my father-in-law. 1 
Sir Fac. I am a to ſee you, anden but where 

is your — Beuin and his wife ? 

Sneak. He will be here anon; father Sir Jacob; he 
did but juſt ſtep into the alley to gather how tickets 
were ſol 

Sir Fac. Very wel, fon Sneak. [Exit Sneak: | 


AM 


THE MAYOR OF GARRATT. 21 


Mr: Sneaks Son! ves, and a pretty ſon mange. 
vided. 
« Sir Fac. I hope all for the beſt: why, what ten ie 


« work there would have been, had you married ſuch a 


one as your ſiſter; one houſe. could never have con- 
« tain'd you—Now, I thought this meek mate—*_ 

« Mrs Sneak. Meck! a muſhioom, a milkſop.” 

Sir Jac. Look ye, Molly, I have married vou to a 
manz a 906: 007% eee | 

| [Exit Sir Jacob. 

' Mrs Sneak. Monlter! Why, M or, the fellow has 
no more heart than a mouſe. 12 my 
deed, allotted me a military man, I ſhould doubtleſs 
have deported myſelf in a beſeemingly manner. 

Maj. Unqueſtionably, Madam. 


Mr: Sneak. Nor would the Major have found, hacks t 
been my fortune to intermarry with him, that _y | 


Jollup — have diſhonoured his cloth. 
Maj. 1 ſhould have been too happy. 


Mrs Sneak. Indeed, Sir, I reverence the army: x Sl 8 


2 brave, Jo polite, OR ESI III 
wiſn _ - 


Maj aj. Oh! = 


Mrs Sneak, So elegant, ſo genteel, ſo obigng: and -_ 
e 


then the rank; why, who would dare to affront 


of a major? 


Mai. No man with impunity 3 that I take the free- 


dom to ſay, Madam. 


Mrs Sneak, I know it, good Six, Oh! I am no 


ſtran er to what I have miſe d. 
| aj. Oh, Madam /-—Letme die but ſhe has infinite 


Mrs Sneak. Then to be join'd to a ſneaking Lovely oy 


citz a ry, prying, 5 pin- maker! 
A Muehe 1— 


Mr: Sneak. To be joltled and cramm'd with the 


crowd; no reſpect, no place, no precedence; to be 
choak'd with the ſnake of the city; no country jaunts 


but to Iſlington; no balls but at Pewterer's 
Maj. Intolerable! - 


Mrs Sneak. Fan you hare » proper . of 


m 3 
N Mai. 


1 


kind ſtars, in- 


: . 
= 
ö 5 
U - m 
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Maj. And would ſhed- my beſt blood to relieve them, 
Mrs Sneak. Gallant proteman | 


Maj. The brave muſt favour the fair. 


Mr. Sneak; Intrepid joe?" | LF 


Ma. Divine Mrs Sneak! 
Mrs Sneak. Oblignig — | 

© Might 1 be permitted ie honour— 

Mr. Sneak. Si- 

aegis "Juſt to raviſh a kiſs Ae vdr W 1 go: 
Mr Sneak. You have a right to all we can grant. 
Maj. Courteous eoadeſeending. complying—Hum 


he . 
e | Enter Sneak. | | 
| Dub Chuck, my brother and ſiſter Bruin are jul 
turning the corner; the Clapham lage was gens ull, 
and ſo they- came by water. | = 
"Mrs Sneak. I with — had all bees ſous'd in the 
8 prying, i inent puppy! 
wre Next time T clap a nee to ſecure the 


"Mev Sneak, Major an bert me to withdraw 
for a moment; my dreſs demands a little repair. 
Maj. Your ladyſhip's moſt enti rely devoted. 

"Mrs Sneak. LEO 4 he's 10 ehe "ay Broglio and 
Bellie of the army! | 

Sneak. Shall I wait upon 3 * 06. $1.40 
2 Sneak No, dolt; what, would you leave the 

ajor alone? is that your manners, you mongre C 

Mo. Oh, "Madam. I can never be alone; rn ſweat 
idera will be my conſtant companion. 


Mee Sneak.” Mark that: . Si enen 
\ e Madam" i 3 


nion. 9 | 
Maj. Oh, Madam. - 
Mrs Sneak. But as ſoon as my aneh i. retort, 1 ſhall 


nl to relieve your diſtreſs. 


Ma. For chat moment 1 hall wait with the greateſt 


impatience. 
Mer Sneakl Courteous commander! - 

| 7 Barrag-u of women 6 Te you 

: 4 | 5 4 Mrs 


F FEN 


Irs 
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Mrs Sneat. Adieu! | 

Maj. Adi cuil Ea Ca- Mr: Sneak, 

Sneak, Norichfiaading, Sir, all my chicken has ſaid, 
I am ſpecial company when ſhe is not br. 

Maj. I doubt not; Mr Sneak. | 

Sneak, If you would but come one Thurſday night to 
our club, at the Nagg's- Head in the Poultry, you would 
meet forme roaring, rare boys, i'faith : There's Jemmy 
Perkins the packer, little Tom Simkins tlie _ ho» 
may” ar 4 Muzzle the midwife— 

Sneak. Ay, — * we hive the « Choice 


Spirits from Comus's Court, and we crack jokes, and 


are ſo jolly and funny: I haye learnt myſelf to fing 
« An old woman clothed in gray.“ But I durſt not fing 
out loud, becauſe my wife would overhear me; and ſhe . 
oy as how I bawl worſer than the broom- man. | 
Maj. And yop! mult. not think of Yuv your 


= WY ee T-never contradifts her, not L. 
Maj. That's right : ſhe is a woman of infinite me · 
rit. | 
Sneak. O a power! And don't you think ſhe is very 


| gp withal? 


A Venus 
— ee ——ů— 


known her ſome time ? 


Maj. | 
Sneak, Belike before ſhe was monks ?- 
Maj. I did, Maſter Sneak. - 
_ Sneak. Ay, when the was a wirgin. I thought you 
was an old acquaintance by your kifling her hand; for 


we ben't quite ſo familiar as that—Butz * indeed we... \ 


han't been married a year. 
Maj. The mere. honey - moon. 
„ 1 5% Huppoſe we ſhall come to it by de- 
Bruin (within. ) Come eg fate; why, you are as 
purſy and lazy, you jade 
Enter Bruin and Wife: Bruin with a cotton- cap on; hit 
p E wife with his wig, great coat, and fiſhing- rod. * 
ruin. Come 858 ive me my wig: you fut, 
Vor. II. + 5 B how 
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how you have touſled the curls! Maſter Sneak, a good 


morning to you... Sie, I am uy humble Jervagt un- 


known. ke BH” rom? 
Enter Roger a if { 
© Rog. Mrs Sneak begs to ſpeak with the Major,” 

Maj. I will wait on the lady immediately. 

Sneak. Don't tarry an inflant ; you can't think how 
. impatient ſhe is. [Exit Major.] A good morrow to 
you, brother Bruin; a, e had a warm walk acrolh 

the fields. þ 
Mr Bruin. Good Look) I am all in a a mutk— 

Bruin. And who may you thank for it, huſſy? If 
you had got up time enough, you might habe N tie 
lage; but you are a lazy lie-a-bed— _ - 
| Fever Bruin. There's "_ Sneak We my. fiſter a 

chay. 

Bruin. And fo he m but I koow — 0 to 
do with my money: Indeed if the war had but continued 
+ * awhile, I don't know what mought ha? been done; but 
this plaguy peace, with a * to't, has SOREN up all 
the trade of the Alley. 

Mi Bruin. For the matter 'of that, we can n afford it 
well enough as it is. 

Bruin. And how do you know that ? Who told you 
as much, Mrs Mixen? I hope I know the, world better 
cban to truſt my concerns with a ns en 10. thank 
you for that, Mrs Jane, PT 

Mrs Bruin. And pray, who 1 is [more gu- to be 
truſted? — * 

Bruin. Hey. dey L Why, the wedch 1 bew ited : 7 
Come, come, let's have none of your palaver here — 
Take twelve - pence and pay the waterman. But firſt 
ſee if he bas broke none — the pipes-—Aod, d- Fe: * 
Jane, be ſure to lay the W ſafe. 

| [Exit Mrs Bruin, 

"Sneak, Od's me, Bor finely ſhe's manag'd! What 
would I give to have my wife as much under! ' 458 

Bruin. It is all your own fault, brother Sneak, © 

Sneak. D'ye think ſo? age is a tweet uy” Crea- 
ture. Y ö '4 71 ; a 

Bruin. Avixen.. 


'-Bneak, Why, to fay he ruth ſhe toe now yan thes 


-— 2 


AI 
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hector a little; and, between ourſelves, doniineers-like 


the devil. O Lord, I lead the life of a dog. Why ſhe 


allows me but'two ſhillings a-week for my pocket, , 
Bruin. No! 
Sneak. No, man ; 'tis ſhe chat receives and pays all: 
and then I am forc'd to trot after her to church, with 


ber cardinal, pattens, and prayer · book, for all che world | 


as if I was (lll a *prentice. 


Bruin. Zounds | I would ſouſe them all in the ken. 


nel. 


what I loves. | 

Bruin The devil a 

Sneak. No; ſhe always helps me herſelf to the ** 
drumſticks of turkies, and the damn'd fat flaps of ſhoul- 


ders of mutton. I don't think I have eat a bit of under- - 


cruſt fince we have been married. You ſee, brother 
Bruin, I am almoſt as thin as a lath, 
Bruin. An abſolute ſkeleton ! 
Sneak. Now, if you think I could carry my int, T 
would ſo ſwinge and leather my lambkin: Aas 
ſo curry and claw her. 
Bruin. By the Lord Harry, ſhe richly deſerves i it. 
Sneak, Will you, brother, lend me a lift? 8 
Bruin. Command me at all times. 


Sneat. Why, then, I will verily pluck up a n ane | 
the firſt time ſhe offers to h 


Mes Sneak (within. ) Jerry, Jerry Sneak! ! 
Sneak, Gad's my life, ſure as a gun that's her ice l 
Look ye, brother, I don't chooſe to breed a diſtur- 


bance in another "oy s houſe ; but as ſoon as ever I get 5 


home— 
Bruin. Now is your time. 18 8 
Sneak. No, no; it would not he deen 1 
Mrs Sneak (within. ) Jerry! Jerry! 

A 1 come, ory. But you will be dure to land 

We! 

Bruin. Trot, nincompoop. 

+ Sneak, Well, if I don't —I wiſh— 

Mrs Sneak (within. / Where is MTs Puppy a ets 


tering? - 
B 2 MY bs ' Sneaks 


Sneat. I durſt earl then at table I never gets | 
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Sneak. I come, chuck, as faſt as I can—Good Lord; 
what a ſad life do I lead! | [Exit Sneak. 
Bruin. Ex quovis linguo: who can bee i preſs 


of a ſow's ear? 
Enter Sir Jacob. 

Sir Fac. Come, ſon Bruin, we are all ſeated at table, 
man; we have but juſt time for a ſnack: the candidates 
are near upon coming. 

Bruin. A poor, paltry, mean · ſpirited Damn it, 175 
fore I would ſubmit to ſuch a— 

Sir Fac. Come, come, man; don't be ſo cruſty. 

Bruin. I follow, Sir Jacob. Damme, when once a 


man gives up his prerogative, he might as well give up 


— But, however, it is no bread and butter of mine 


Jerry, . I would Jerry — Jerk her too. 


Wan 


Er „ RU 
L SCExE continues. 


— 


| Sir Jacob, Major Sturgeon, Mr and Mrs Bruin, My 


and Mr; Sneak, diſcovered. 


Mrs Sneak... NDEED, Major, not a grain of curio- 


ſity! Can it be thought that we, who 


have a r ſhow every year, can take any pes 
ſure in this? 

Maj. In time of war, madam, theſe meetings are not 
amiſs. I fancy a man might pick up a good many re- 
cruits; but in theſe piping times of peace, I wonder by 
Jacob permits it. 

Sir Fac. It would, Major, coſt me my po ularity to 

aſh it: the common people are as 2 of their cu - 
2 as the barons were of their Magna Charta beſides, 


my tenants make ſome little advantage. 


Emer Roger. 
Rog. Criſpin Heel-tap, with the electors, are hr out 
from the Adam and Eve. 
Sir Fac. Gad ſo, then they — ſoon be upon us + 
Come, good folks, the balcony will give us the beſt view 


of the whole. Major, you will take the ladies under 


otection. 
4 Ma,. 


Ul 
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Maj. Sir Jacob, I am upon 


Sr Fac. I can tell you, ny in Madl. -tap is an 3 | 


* raſcal— 

© Sneak, And plays the beſt game at cribbage i in the 
* whole corporation of Garratt. 

« Mr; Sneak. That puppy will always be A chattering 

« Sneak. Nay, I did but— 

« Mrs Sneak. Hold your tongue, or I'll ſend you- 
© home in an inflant— 

Sir Fac. Pr'ythee, daughter !—You.may to-day, 


© Major, meet with ſomethiog that will put you in mind 


of more important tranſactions. 
Maj. Perhaps fo. 


4 


Sir Jar. Lack- a- day, all men are alike; ; their prin - 


© ciples exactly the ſame: for though art and education 


may diſguiſe or poliſh. the manner, the ſame n 


andi ſprings are univerſally way 
& Maj. Indeed! 


Sir Jac. Why, in this mob, this 3 of ple- 


© beians, you will meet with materials to make a Sylla, 
© a Cicero, à Solon, or a Cæſar: let them but change 
conditions, and the world's great lord had been but 
the beſt wreſtler-on the green. 


Maj. Ay, ay; I could haye told theſe things for- 


© merly ;. but ſince I have been in the 1 I have en- 
tirely neglected the claſſes. ; AF 

Mob without huzza. 
Sin Juc. But the heroes are at hand, Major.” 


Sneak. Father Sir Jacob, might. we not have a tanks 


ard of ſtiago above? at te 


Sir Fac. By all means: | „ 


nen D' Je bear, Roger — 
14 81 xewnt_ into the Patrons 
| Scrur, A Street. 
Enter- Mob, with: Heel-tap at their Head; ; ſome cryiugs- 
A Gooſe; athers, A Mug; others, A Priummer. 
Heel. Silence there; ſilence. 
. Mob. Hear neighbour Heel-tap. 
2 Mob. Ay, ay, hear Criſpin. 
„Ay, ay, hear bim, hear Criſpia; he will put; 
us into the model of the thin 7 at once. 7 : 
Heel, Why, ys ſilence, * tak | Tu 
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All. Silence. 15 
' Heel. Silenoe, and let us proceed, bar Pas with 


| al the decency and confuſion uſual upon, theſe OCCa- 


flons. 

1 Mob. Ay, ay, there is no en without that, £3 

All. No, no, no. 

Heel. Silence then, and keep the peace; what, is there 
no reſpe& paid to * am not 1 ch m—_— 
officer ? 

All. Ay, ay, ay. 

J 4.5 Choſen by fn, and approved of by Si 
aco 

All. True, true. 

Heel. Well then, be ſilent and civil: Stand back there, 
that gentleman without a ſhirt, and make room for your 
betters. Where's Simon Snuffle the ſexton? 

Snuf. Here, | | 

Heel. Let him come Sarkar 3 we appoiat bim our 
ſecretary : for Simon is a ſcollard; and can read written 
hand; and ſo let him be reſpe&ed necordingly. . | 

3d Mob. Room for maſter Snuff. 

Heel. Here, ſtand by me; and let us, neighbours, 
proceed tg open the premunire of the thing : but, firſt, 
your reverence to the lord of the manor; a long life td 
a merry one to our landlord Sir Jacob! NR 

Mob. Huzza! 

Sneak. How fares it, honeſt Criſpin? | 

Heel. Servant, Maſter Sneak. Let us now open the 
premunire of the thing, which I ſhall do briefly, with all 
the loquacity poſſible; that is, in a medium way; which, 
that we may the better do it, let the ſecretary read the 
names of the candidates, and what they ſay for them- 
ſelves; and then we ſhall know what to ſay of them. 
Maſter Snuſlle, begin. 

Snuf. To the worthy intiabltidtscof thek anole 


«K corporation of Garratt: Gentlemen, your votes and 
1 intereſt are humbly requeſted in favour of Timothy 


« Gooſe, to ſucceed your late worthy mayor, Mr Richard 
« Dripping, in the ſaid office, he being 
Heel. This Gooſe is but a kind of gelling, a ſort or 
ſncaking ſcoundrel: who is he? 
Sa. A journeyman 4 85 from Putney. 


a 5 
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Heel. A journeyman taylor! A rafcal, has he the 
impudence to tranſpire to be mayor? DYye conſider, 
neighbours, the weight of this office ? Why, it is a bur- 
den for the back of a porter? and can you think that 
this croſs-legg'd cabbage · eating fon of a cucumber, this 
whey - fac d ninny, who is . the ninth part of a. 
has ſtrength to ſupport it? 

1// Mob. No Gooſe! no Gooſe ! 

2d Mob: A Goole! _ 

Heel. Hold your hiſſing, and proceed to the next: - 

Snuf. ** Your votes are deſired for Matthew Mug.” 

1/2 Mob: A Mug! a Mug! 

Heel. Oh, oh! what, you are all ready to have a 
touch of the tankard? But fair and ſoft, re" neigh · 
bours: let us taſte this Maſter Mug beſore we ſwallow 
him; and, unleſs I am miſtaken, you will find enn 
damn'd bitter Frog 

„ Mob. A M Mug | n 
kf Mob. Hear him; l lala. 

1/7 Mob. A Mug! 2 Mug! 

Heel, Harkye, you fellow with your! mourh full of 
Mug, let me aſk you a queſtion—bring him. forward 
Pray, is not this Matthew Mug a vitualier? | 

3d Mob. I believe he may. 

Heel: And lives at the ſign of the Adam and Exe? | 

34 Mob. I believe he may: | 

Heel. Now anſwer upon your honour, and as you are 
a gentleman, what is the preſent” price of a quart of 
home · brew'd at the Adam and Eve? _ . 

34 Mob. I don't know. 2 

Heel. You lie, ſirrah; an't it r 


3d Meb. 1 believe it may. "y 


Heel. Oh, may be ſo. Now, nei kbours, here's a 
pretty raſcal ; this ſame Mug, becauſe, d'ye ſee, ny 
affairs would not jog” glibly without laying a farthii 
quart upon ale, 70 — not contented to take e 
things in a medium 820 has had the 8 . 
it a penny. 

Mob. No Mug! no Mug 

| Heel: So, 1 thought I ſhould crack Mr Mou; Come, 
proceed toithei next Sima - % POLE, 24.92 

wollat x Sni: 
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Snuf. The next upon the lift i is Peter Primmer the 
ſchoolmaſter. 

Heel. Ay, neighbours, and a ſufficient man: let me 
tell you, Maſter Primmer is the man for my money; a 
man of learning, that ean lay down the law; why, ad- 
zooks, he is wife enough to puzzle the parſon; and 
then, how you have heard him. oration at the Adam 
and Eve of a Saturday night, about Ruſſia and Pruſ- 
ſia. Ecod, George Gage the exciſeman is nothing: at. 
all to-un. | 

4th Mob. A Pima} FR $6 

Heel. Ay, if the folks above di 4 but know him . — 
why, lads, e will make us all ſtateſmen i in time, 

2d Mob. Indeed! 

Heel. Why, he ſwears as how all the Wige are 
ewing to the great people's en to read. | 

34 Mob. Indeed! 

Heel. For, ſays Peter, ſays he, if they would but 
once ſubmit to be learned by me, 2 is no knowing 
to what a pitch the nation might riſe. 1 

Tf Mob. Ay, I wifh they would. n 

| Sneak. Criſpin, what, is Peter Primmer a candidate? 

Heel. He is, Mr Sneak. 1 

Sneaks Lord, I know him, mun, as well as my mo- 7 
ther: why, I uſed to go to his ons to Pewteren's- 


hall along with ey Firkin. ih. his 2 g 
Heel. Like enough | 
Sneak. Ods me, brothier Bruin, « can you cal what; 18 
become of my vife ?. ;* 1 vad' 2catal 


Bruin. She is gone off with the Maj or. OY 
Sneak, Mayhap to take a'walk in — garden: I will 
go and take a peep at what they REG 
(Exit Sneak. a 
| Meb without lena i: 14.3 | 
Hel Gadſo! the eandidates are coming. Combs ; 
neighbours, * range yourſelves to the right and left, that. 
* 1 may be canvaſs'd in order: let us ſce who comes 


1/2 Mob, Maſter Mug. ' 5 
Heel. Now, neighbours, hives a N12 caution, that 
this Maſter Mug does not cajole you ;. he is a dama'd 
palavering fellow. 


En- 
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Enter Matthew Mug. 


Mug. — HOSTED, I am the loweſt of your fawn | 
Mr Heel-tap, have the honour of kiſſing your hand. 


6: * There, did I not tell you? 


0 = we 


« 1/7 Mob. He is dead. 


7 Mug. 80 he is. Mr Grub, if my wiſhes prevail 


« your very good wife is in health? | 
* 24 Mob. Wife! I never was married. 4 
Mug. No more you were. Well, neighbours and 
friends Ah! what, honeſt Dick Bennet | 
* 34 Mob. My name is Gregory Gubbins, 


« good Mr Gubbins ? 

6 1 Mob. Pretty tight, Mr Mug. | 

. I am Rake happy to hear it. 
5 5 Hark' ye, Maſter Mug. 
Your pleaſure, my very dear friend? N 

6 4th Mob. Way no how wal concerning'our young 
6 one at home. 

Mug. Right, ſhe i is a prodigious promiſing girk 

* 4th Mob, Gul! Zooks, why tis a boy; 

dE 1, True, a fine doy! I love and honour the 
6 

« 4th Mob. Nay, e none ſuch a ahh but ou 
6 promis'd to get un a place. 5 

Mag. A place! what place? 

* 4th Mob. Why, a gentleman's ſervice, 17 know. 

Mug. It is done; it is fix*d; it is ſet 

« 4th Mob. And when is the lad to take on? 

Aug. He muſt go in a fortnjght at fartheſt, | 

WR And is. it a pretty goodiſh birth, Maſter 
Mu 


0 Mug The beſt-in the world ; mack 1 | 


« Barbara Bounce.  - + 


% Mob. Barbara Bunch? 
: Ion Yes; ſhe has routs on e and Sundays, 


6 and 


2 Ah, my very good friend, — ty 


Mu 15 You are right, it is ſo; and how fares it my | 


th Mob. A lady! | 
— g. The wages are not much, but the vil arg. 


% 
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and he gathers the tables; only he finds candles, cards, 
6 We and tea. 
* Mob. Is Lady Barbara's work pretty tight? , 
Mug. As good as a finecure ; he only writes cards 


. 3 company, and dreſſes his miſtreſs s hair. 


- + 4th Mob, Hair! Zounds, why Jack was bred to 
© dreſſing of horſes. 
Mug. True; but he is faffered' to do thas by de- 
put 


Y- 
« 41h Mob. May be ſo. 


ne e Heet- vn bo! is 


© this fellow? I ſhould remember his face. 
Heel. And don't you? | 
Mug. Not I, I profeſs. 
« Heel. No! ; 
No. 


= 22 Well ſaid, Maſter Mop ; but come, time 
wears: have you any thing more to lay to the corpo- 


0 43 75 
3 ag: Gentlemen of the corporation of Gerat 
Heel. Now twig him; now mind him: mark how he 


hawls his muſcles about. 


Mug. The honour I this day ſolicit; will be to me 
the moſt honourable honour that can be conferr'd ; and 
ſhould I ſucceed, you, gentlemen, may depend on my 
uling my utmoſt endeatours'to promote the good of the 
borough ; for which purpoſe, the encouragement of your 
trade and manufaRories will moſt principally tend.” Gar- 
ratt, it muſt be owned, is an inland town, and has not, 
like Wanſworth, and F ulham, and Putney, the glo- 


rious 1 of a port; but what nature has denied, 
induſtry may 


upply: cabbage, carrots, and colly-flowers, 
may be deemed at preſent your ſtzple commodities; but 
why ſhould not your commerce be extended? Were I, 
gentlemen, worthy to adviſe, I ſhould recommend the 
opening a new branch of trade ; ſparagraſs, gentlemen, 

manufacturing ef ſparagraſs. Batterſea, I own, 
3 bears at preſent the bell; but where lies the 

ult? In ourſelves, gentlemen: let us, gentlemen, but 
exert our natural ſtrength, and I will take upon me 


wt lay, that a hundred of grals from the corporation of 


Ga 
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Garratt will, in a ſhort time, at the London market, be 
held at leaſt as an equivalent to a Batterſea bundle. of 
Mob. A Mug! a Mug! | 
Heet. Daman the fellow, what a tongue he ar 1 


muſt ſtep in, or he will carry the day. nm, Ma- | 


{ter 2 Hob 4 
our pleaſure, m end? 

Aa. No flummet ing bps good thee, Matthew, 
twont do: Why, as to this article of ale here, how 
comes it about, that you have rais'd it a penny a quart ? 

Mug. A word in your ear, Criſpin ; 3 you and your 
friends ſhall have it at three pence. 

Heel What, firrah, do you offer a bribe ? D'ye dare 
to _— me, you ſcoundrel ?: 11 4 

Gentlemen 

Hal. Here, neighbours; the fellow. hs awd to 
bate a penny a quart, if ſo 11 as how 1 would . con- 
ſenting to impoſe: upon ];. 

Mob. No Mug! no Mug! eee Wat 

Mug. eg friends 5 RAR = . 

Mob. No Mug! 

Mug. I believe this is the firſt 3 that ever was 
loſt by the ang officer's refuſing a bribe. 


24 Mob Let us go and pull down his ſign. SG? 


Heel. Hold, hold, no riot: but, that we may not 


ke Mug time to pervert the Ne nate ney TR 6ays 
t us 228 to Ane, | U 


1 +. Exit Heel-tap — Mob. 
* Sir Jacob, Bruin, and Wife, come from the balcony. 
Sir Fac. Well, ſon A how d' ye reliſh 1 cor · 
poration of Ghrratt re ee on 14 


Bruin. Why, lookye, Sir Jacob; my way is aways | 


to ſpeak what I think: I don't approve on't, 4 . 
Mrs Bruin. No! A® 1g 
Sir Fac.” And what's your obje&tion? 1 
Bruin. Why, I was never over - fond of your May- 
games 3 beſides, corporations ate too neue things ; 
they are edge- -tools, 776 Juoos. | 5 


* The ſecond act e es and the whole ſoregoing 
Wan 5 4124 are omitted. 


[Exit Mug. 


—_—_— ——Ü—— — 


CC — — 


etinge, to fetch and to 


I look'd through the key hole; and there, Lord a mer - 


/ 
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Sir Fac. That they are frequently tools, Tcan' readily | 


Sonnds but I never heard much of their . 
Mrs Bruin. Well now, I proteſt, I am. eas'd wich i it 


mightily, 


ruin. And wh the devil doubts i it Lou women 


folks are eaſily pleas'd. 


Mrs Bruin. Well, I like to yes 1 hope to ſee 


one every year. 
Bruin. Do you ? Why the you will hedumnibly bitz 


| pre Per eye leave, ons tell. Wat ay this is the 


ou ſhall fee. _ 
Ch Fac. Fie, Mr Beata 2: heb can you be fach 2 
bear? is that a manner of treating your rr 90 6 


Bruin. What, I ſu yon you would have me fuch a 


ſniveling ſot as your ſon-in-law Sneak, to: Workle and 


Enter Sneak in a violent hurry.” ary 
Sneak. Where” s brother Bruin! O Lord, brother I 
have ſuch a diſmal ſtory to tell you. . 
Bruin. What's the matter: r 
| Sneak. Why, you know I went into the * to 


look for my vife and the Major, and there I — and 


hunted as ſharp as if it had been for one of my own mi- 

nickens ; but the deuce a major or madam could I ſee : 

at laſt, a thought came'into wy head = ues wo them 

up in the ſummer- houſe. a | 
Bruin. And there you found rs | 

| Sneak. Vl tell you: the door was loek'd; and PR 


upon us! '{ Whiſpers] as ſure as a gun. 
"7 Ivighs indeed! Zounds e 1 you break open 


the door! by 


Sneak. 1 durſt not : What, nen have me ſet my 
wit to a ſoldier? 1 warrant the Major would have 
knock'd me down with one of e ; for [could ſee 
they were both of them off. 

Bruin. Very well! pretty doings! You 4 Sir Ja- 
cob, theſe are the fruits of indulgence. You may call 
me bear, but your dann Aae _ me a 
beaſt. 


Ila bana. | 
. eee eee Pe bir Si 
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Sir Ju. Re dey? What, is che election oer dl. 
d | | 
Tn 11 12 216! aunt ce e 85 ede dh 
Heel: YN is Maſter Sneak? % 
| Sneak Here; Criſpin. * 


Heel. Phe ancient e « FORT in nb | | 


deration of your great parts and abilities, and out of re- 
ſpe& to their landlord Sit Jacob,” have unanimouſly cho- 
ſen you Mayor: 4 
Sneak. Mel huzza! Good Rerdi be w are | 
thought it! But how came Mt Piinimer to loſe it : ba! 
Feel. Why, Phill Fleam had told che electors, that | 
Maſter Priminier was an Iriſhman ; and fo they would 
none of them give their vote for a foreigner. . 
Sneal. So then I have it for certain; huzza! Now; 
brother Bruin, you ſhall ſee how I'll manage my madam ? 
Gad, Plt-make her know I: am à man of authority 3 ſhe 
ſhan't think to bullock and domineer over me. 
"Bruin Now for it, Sneak; the enemy's at hand: 
Sneak. You promiſe to Rane by” tie, brother Bruin! 
Drum. Fobth and nail. 
Sneat. Tlren now for it; 1 am ready, let her coins 


bes Thy will” 
Sk Ore ue Mei nel Pals 
e dee Whete i the fert DH, a b. | 
Sent Yes, yes; ſhe is xing r me. 
Met Hua. 955 for ;/ what, is this true Gbr 1tert 
Sent. May be tis, may be Tant: I don't chbeſe to 


truſt my in with a eM od that right brother”. 5 


Bruin? 

Bruin. Fine! abit bate her 40 inch, 

| Sneak; Stand by me. 

Mr: Sitak: Heyda! Tum _— WI w whatis 
the micaning mower VA CPS 

Sed, Ihe mean n, at grown 2 | 
man und vil do what: 1 Fs Widliout being accounte' 
able to nobody: 

Mr; Sneak. Why, the fellow is ſurely bewitek C. 
Surat. No, I am unwiteli'd; and that you hall dio 
to your coſt and ſince you provoke me, I will tell you 

a bt of my-minch: hat, Lam the huſband, [ hope? 
. Bruin. That's right 5 at her again/” 2 5 
Vor. II. C Sneak. 


; fion no onger; let me get at the villain, , [Txt 
at | "IL 
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Sneak, Ves; and you ſhan't think to hector and do · 


mineer over me as you have done; for I'll go to the. 

club when 1 pleaſe, and ſtay out as late as I liſt, and 

row, in à boat to utdey on Sundays, and wit. my 

friends at Vitſontide, and keep the key of the till, and 

help myſelf at table to vhat wittles I like; 18 Pl hare 

a bit of the brown. | 

£ 55 Bravo, brother! Sneak; the day's 8 your own... 
neak. An't it! Vhy, I did not think. £8,998 in as 

fhall-Irtell her all LK no- ? 

Brain. Every thing; you ſee the ; is „ Aruck A 115 

Sneal. As an oyſter. Beſides, Madam, I have ſome- 
thing. furder to tell vou: ecod, if ſome folks go into 
gardens with majors, mayhap other people ma into 

arrets with E ns 4 I gave it her how, nk her 
ruin. 

AY Sneak, Why, dgodle, Jackanapes, harker ho 
am wry [24 1 id A * 
Sneak, Come, don't go to call names: Am 12 uv. 
my wiſe; and I am your maler. 919 vt; 

Mr: Sneak. My maſter! you paultry, puddling puppyz 
zou ſneaking, ſhabby, ſerubby, ſnivelling whelp 1: - 

Sneak. Brother Bruin, don't let her come near me. 

Mr: Sneak. Have I, ſirrah, demean'd myſelt to wed 


ſuch a thing, ſuch a reptile ag thee! Have I not made 


myſelf a by-word. to all my acquaintance! Don't all the 


world cry, Lord, who would have thou ht it, Miſs Mol- 
: iy Jollup to be married to Sneak, to up at ein 


uch a noodle. as he !. 
Sneak. Ay, and glad enough you Wo catch me : 


you know you was pretty near your laſt legs. 
Mrs Sneak. Was there. ever ſuch, a confident cur? My 


laſt legs! Why, all the country knows; I could have 


pick'd and choos'd where I would: did not [ refuſe. 


Sade Ap: Griffith from Wales! did not Counſellor Crab 
come a · courting a twelyemonth ? did not Mr Wort, the 
reat brewer of Brentford, make an offer that 1 ſhould 
keep + poſt-chay 2 + ;: 

. Nay, brother 8 ihe bas had 1 good 
2 that is certain. $i 1 
15 Fee. "= laſt: legs ut I. can rein y paſ- 


THE/MAYOR OF ON 8 27 


Brain. O fie; fiſtes Sneak, | 155 ip. 
| Sneak.” Hold her faſt. "20004, 30H 7-101 06S. - 
M., Sal. Mr Bruin, NAS: me: Sa iris 
that have ſtirred up theſe cog ny be is "= on by * 
to abuſe WW ̃ 
Brun. Not T3 1 would obly: ee a 4 to behave 
like a man. 197 4-1 r ot FO 
Me Sneak. What, wh are you to teach him 1 
rant—But here comes the Major. . 7-7-5 
14 1 4 1 Enter Major Sturgeon. © | 0 
Oh Major! ſoch a riot and rumpus! Likes a man Ibdded! | 
I wiſh people would mind their own affairs, und not 
* — with matters that does not concern them: but 
all in good time; 1 ſhall one day catch him N 7 i 
he has not his bullies to back him. 
- Sneak. "Add, that's true, brothier Brady? what all 
1 do when ſhe has me at Homez"wnnd l by but our: 
ſclves? 15116 093 8 Ic 
ran I you get ker os vhderjyow may to with 
| der rler you rl. en 206 Hyogo UGy ii 3 


M, Lol ve, Mager Bruin, 1 don't 155 — Take 


this b 8 may ſuit with a citizen; but were you an 
1 and Major Sturgeon 07; . wet ee martial | 
Bruin. What * * 79%) . 
Maj. Then! why then you would be broke! 
Bruin. Broke! A for What 


M. What ! read the articles of war: but theſe ' 


mug are out of our ſpear 3 z points of. lohour are. or. 
the ſons of the: ſword: C Ys S867. 

Sneak. Honour ! if you come to that, Were was your 
honour when you got my vife in the garden? 

May. Now, Sir Jacob, this is the whe of our cloth r 
all ſuſpeRted for the faults of a fer. 

Sneak. Ay, and not without reaſon: I heard of your 
tricks at the king of Bohemy. when you was campain- | 
wg about; I did. Father Sir Jacob, he is as wicious 
as an old ram. 101 

Maj. Stop whilſt you are fafe, Maſter Steals Foc 
the fake of your gory aun N pr ont is we 
But for you—— | 

Bruin. Well! dn zm It d 8 * ed 
„ Dread the Cite bse of lnyitaeyF! - Arve 
, C2 Braid, 
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tex all his marchings, his ſonGogs, his {weatings, his 


| _ indeed, to ſet married people a quarrelling, and 


Bruin. Why, look ye, Major Sturgeon, I don't _- 
care for your poppers and ſharps; becauſe why, they 
are ant of my way; but if you, willdoff with POTS: 
and box à couple. of bouts... - 

@j. Box! box Blades, bullets, bagthot 1. s 

Mr; Sneak. Not for the world, myideay' Major ! 0 
riſk not ſo precious a life ! Ungrateful wretches4 and is 
this the reward for. all the great feats he has done? Af- 


ſwimmings ; ; myſt his dear blood be ſpilt by a "en; 
Maj. Be ſatisfied, ſweat Mrs Sneak; the ſe little fra- 
caſey we ſoldiers are ſubject to; trifies, bagatailes, Mis 
Sneak. But that matters may be conducted in a mili- 
tary, manner, 1 will get our chaplip to pen me 8 chal- 
lenge. Expect to hear from my adjutant. | 
N Sreal. / Major, Sir Jacob; What, pre.'you' all 
agu'd age) *'$ his dear 4 man, yes; & very manly 


fermept a difference. .between huſband and wife: if you 
were a man, you would not ſtand by and fee. Po "ot 
man beat 220 abusſd hy a prute, you would not. | 

Sneak: Oh, Lord, 1,can'hold ont no longer! Why 


brother Bruin, you haye ſet her a veeping: my liſe, my _ 
Ivy, don't veep: did I ever thipk 1 8 00 | 


Ie Bon t. Lat tp Jabber 25 
rs Snea a gl WN 
mo 1 5 1 Cssrilæ- Ge, 
"Wir: — Oh fie, May. 149% 110 e 


Mrs Sneak. What, are you aba ent we, Sir 
Jacob? 
Sir Jae. Prithee, don't els your, before the 
whole pariſh; But what has been t caſion of this? 
Mrs Sneak. Why, has not he gone and made himſelf 


the fool of the fair? Mayor of Garratt indeed 2 ecatl, | 
could-trample him under my feet. 


_  Sneak,' Nay, why ſhould . you. grudge! mem pur: 
farment ? 

Mr: Sneak. Did you ever hear ſuch "a oaff ? Why, 
thee wilt be pointed at wherever thee goeſt. Look ye, 
Jeny, mind what I ſay; go, get 'em- to chooſe ſome- 

y elſe, or never come near me again. 


a Sneak. What * ern SinJagobs 


"Sir 


| 2 | 
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Sir Jag, Nay, daughter, you 1 this thinks: to too- 
ſerious a light ; my _ nei thqught | 
plintent. me but came, we'll d buſipeſs 
Neighbours, my ſon Sneak being ſeldom 1 * 
the duty will never be done: ſo we will get our honeſt 
friend Heel-tap to execute the office ; e is, I think, 
every way qualified. 

As. A Betbtap! 7 7 

Heel. What d'ye mean? as is Maſſer 3.9 O {LLP 

Sir Face Ay, py, his locum tenens,, 

Sneak, Do, £ iſpin; do be my locum tenen. 

Heel. Give me your hand, Maſter Sneak, and to o- 
blige you I. will be the /ocum tenons 

Sir Jab. $6, that m. ſettled: but now tb heal the o- 
ther breach: Come, Major, the gentlemen of your cloth 
ſeldom bear malice ; let me interpoſe between you and 


my ſon, 4 

Maj. Your ſon 8 Ks Sir Jabob, does deſerve a 
ſtigation; but on recolleRion, a cit would but ſully my 
arme, I forgive him. 

Sir Fac. That's right: as wake. of amity, and % 
celebrate our feaſt, let us call in che fiddles. Now, if 
the Major had but his ſhoes, he miu join in a country- 

nce. 

Mai. Sir Jacob, no ſhoes; a e be never out 
of his boots; always ready for + action.” Mrs Sneak will | 
find me light ſome enougx 5 

. Sneak,, What, are all the vomen engaged? Why, then 
my cum tenen and 1 vill} jigg . | opp and 
torgi ive, Major. - * % - 

7. Freely. n 2 

Nor be it fad, that after all my * 

nd ſtain'd my regimentals by a broil. . 
2M e I dedicate boots, * and ſhield, 
Si wy As Da in the chamber as the field. 
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IN TWO ACTS, | 
2 p- 10 . 


? n Duangris biene. I 
5 1:4 wy 2 dad at pull 9, 
Hearth, 's Wes of oer, bien 1708 
I 28 Mr Taylor. 
Dorſetſhire,inlove e Sh 
Braſh bis ſervant, Mr Palmer. Mt Williams. 
Cbampignon, 3 of ' n Mr * 
French frig: ; Blakes. Charterid. 
Oclbier an kühe i de if v., Mr Bailey, 


gens. ded 


 Maclaymore, a Scotch enſign in Mr Johnlion. Mr Malls, 


the French ſervice, 


Zyen, lieutenant of an Lag 1. Toftcrton, Mr Hullion, 


man of war, 
rd, a midſhipman, Ir Beard. - Mr Curtis. 
— 4 Ker, : A” TE. 


| en M 5 un 
f Dorſet- Mills | 
acer eee, 5 
' Soldiers, Sailors, &c. % 
Gena, Oo rd Frank ji ct ant te 


. 1 0 


"% * 
4 


* © 
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PROMOGUE 
Spoken by.Ma IAN 


1 


, ben death b'd biz . 
e SN 


And, that no fiend might biſe or prove uncivil, - | 
With vows and pray re be fair briÞ'd the devil; © . 
1 Ls neither vows nar pray rs, mr vieh ollariom, 0 1949 4 
Ce at Wop ng or nes 7 >; 8155 
uus aubore, tott' ring on the rial fate, - uon 
4 The eritic's rage with protege: deprecate ; 1 
, Yet oft the tremblin g bard implores in rern 
12 Lee e, as ln Fo 
8 wp I. 
| e FEY, MORE S 3: 1: 
Here Fuſlice ſeems, r —— 1 
— Tin 25 7 — TEL 
Tbs a A fel deflroye, © 
" ſure was ever dull — . f 
55 4 0 . a, Iden 
ou cannot firove dr 
TE Ate 5 „ : * 93 
now reſents you wi a ſea re 
: e 


A diſh ——bowe'er you reli w_ 
A with a variety of — 
A faut Hibernian, — Boot, e, e 
; Together boil in our enchanted pot. THERE LES 
i theſe vlan with the tris fn , Ks pa JN 
He foreds a mu xl Fen — martin, dec Had: 
. This flale ingr wary warn | $1 $317 
Without ſome ori juice of . ry F, WW 
7 rauſe the appetite the drum full catile, NT 
75 ' And the 2 fl be bloedleft battle. . þ 
| Wheat | 264M] fail to glow, what eye tj, 
When Britain's wrath arouc'd begina to Ii 
Har thundtty poll —— ber arg 2 
Ber red wave d'er "Ts PO 
Such aur fc fathers play pry io oe ; 
Mien n banners fand the 
Ty in Howard ors Blew eee, ad wor A 
ad Drake . an. 60 
, fall that ged-lils lane your lobe fire, 


"The generous. * moulate the gere. ö * 54 * 
Fer ancient — maintain, 

Oer diſtant realms tend ber genial reigns, |. f 
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| her daughter Miſs Harriet is fallen into the ha 
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i h BONO 4 9 


Fi Han vided Duwe. 


11 


Brvsh. 


«Al | 
| WW ELL if this be takiig d7ect fron onthe Vater, 


Heav'n ſend me ſafe on Engliſh: ground] and 
if ever I come in ſight of the ſca,again, may a watcry 
grave be my portion.———Firlt,. to be terrified with the 
thoughts of drowning—fecondly; to be toſſed and tum- 
bled about like a foot-ball-<thirdly,' to be drenched with 
ſea · water fourthly, to be funk to death with pitch 


and tar, and the ſavoury ſcent of my fellow ſufferers 


fifthly, to be racked with perpetual puking ©till my guts 
are turned inſide out —and, fixthly and laſtly, to be 
taken priſoner and plundered by the French! 
Heart. Enough—enough—-\1 oo oh hn 
Bruſh. Ne and to ſpare.— I wiſh I could 
give part to thoſe who envy my good fortune. But how 
will the good Lady Bloomwell moralize when — 
of 
Monſieur de Champignen?? ? ? nn dy 
Heart. No. more that reffection alarms me!—Yet I 
have nothing to fear; -—a8. there is no war declared, we 
ſhall ſoon be releaſed; and in the mean time the French 
will treat us with their uſual politeneſs. eie > . * 
Bruſh. Pox on their politeneſs! Ah, maſter, com- 
mend me to the blunt fincerity of the true ſurly Britiſh 
maſtiff.— The raſcallion that took my purſe bowed ſo. 
low, and paid me ſo many compliments, that I ventu- 
red to argue the matter, in hopes of convincing him he 
was in the wrong—but he ſoon ſtopped my mouth with 


- a vengeance, by clapping:aicocked. piſtol to my ear, aud 


telling me he ſhould have the honour to blow my brains 
out.— Another of thoſe polite gentlemen begged leave 
to exchange hats with me—a third fell in love with my 
filver ſhge-buckles—nay, that very individual nice but - 
tock of beef, which 1 had juſt begun to ſurvey with 
looks of deſire, aſter the diſmal evacuation I had under- 


Toner was raviſhed from my fight by two famiſhed 


French 
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French welvcy; who: beheld it with e joy hl aſto- 
niſhment. 
Heart. I mul confeſs they pluaticred vs aka ; 
dexterity, and' diſpatch; and even Monßieur de Cham - 
pignon, the commander, did not keep: his hands clear of 
the pillage An inſtance of rapaciouſneſs 1 dit nqt en- 

ct to meet with in a gentleman and an officer. 2 — 1 
+ will behave as. ſuch to Harriet. 

Bruſh. Faith, not to flatter you, Sir, I taks how to 
be one of ;thole, fellows who owe tbeir gobd fortune to 
nothing leſs than aheir good works. He firſt: rifled your 
miſtreſs, and then made love to her with great gallantry 
—but you was in the right to call yourſelf her brother 
If he knew. you were his rival, you might paſs your 
time very dilagreeably. 

Heart. There are two officers on board, who ſcem-to 
diſapproxe of his conduct; they would not be condern · 
ed in robbing us, por would they ſuffer their ſuldiera t6 
take, ay there. of the prey, but condoled Hartiet and 
me on our misfortaine with marks of real concern. 

Bras. Von mean Licntenant Oclabber and ExdGgii 
Maelaymore : a cguple of damn'd renegadoes.— Nou lean 268 
upon a broken nerd if yon truſt 2 tbeir compaſſion. 

Heart. Oclabber 1 Kew at Paris, when 1 travelled 
with my brother; and he then bore the character of an 
honeſt man and a braye-officer. << The ot her is an High 
lander, i excluded-{ L ſuppoſt) from his dws country on 
«ccoutit of the late rebellion; for that reaſon, perhaps, 
more apt. to pity the diſtreſſed.—.I ſee! them walkin te 
this way in cloſe conference. While I go down to 
cabin to viſit my dear Harriet, you may lounge about, 

"wy raden to overhear their converſation. r 251 
Enter Oclabber and Maclaymore:: 

"Oclab. Arrahy for what?—I-doj”t value MonkGeur:de 5 
Che an a rotten . e and when the ſhip gocy 
aſhore, I will be after aſking; him a ſhitil queſtion, a8 
told him to his face, when Re earned bis hang Nr 
in the cabin. 

Mac. Weel, werl, \Maifter Oclabbery 1. e wk 
upon me to ſay a'together ye're in the wrang but ye 
ken there's a time for a things; and we man gang bool 
* 155 while we're under command. 444 
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Oclab. You may talk as you plaiſe, Mr ingot boy e 


—you're a man of learning, honcy. Indeed, indeed, l 


am always happy when ou are ſpaiking, \ whether I am 


aſleep or awake a gra: But, by my hou}, I will main · 
tain, after the braith is out of my body, that the E 
liſh, pleaſure- boat had no tight to be taken before t 


declaration of war, much more the priſoners to be pla. 
dered, which vou know i is che den off ele and 


Prinnteere. 7 
Mac. To be ſore, the law bf nations Joes na preſcind 


that privilege in actual war ; for ye ken, in ancient 


times, the victor teuk the 5 1 ima ; a6 in my coun- 


try to this very day we follow. the àuld practice, peer: 


dum priedas agere. But tlien ye maun tak notice, nae 
gentleman wad plunder a leddy- awa', 'awa* fie for 
ſhame! and a right ſonſy damſel too. I'm ſure it made 
my heart wae, to ſee the faut brine come bapping' ot 
her winfome-cheeks;! 1-1 (2s 14 004 211 93 


_ L :Oclab: Devil 3 * my bone wept ſalt-water 
to ſee her ſweet face look fo forrowful —Oscb, the 544 

|  licate creature!—-ſhe's the very moral of my 6win'hone 
der Sheelah o Shannaghan, (wham I left U wh hid 


in the county of (Fermanaghan, | grammachree !- 


Ochone, my dear Sheelah. —* + ok here, ſhe made me 


this ſword- belt, of cher ſlkin of a ſea-wolf that I ſhot 
L at the mouth of the Shannon—and I gave her at part- 
5 ing a nun's diſeipline to Keep her feet fleſh in order 
Och, my dear honey captain cricd/ſhe, Iiſhall never 
« do penance! but I will be thinking of yon. Ah, poor 
Shcelah ! ſhe-onee-met/with/a terrible misfortune gra: 


we were all a merry-makiog at the caſtle of Ballyclough; 


and ſo Sheelah hin drank a cup too much, honey, 
ſell down ſtairs out of a window. When I eame to ber, 


ſhe told me ſhe was ſprechleſs; and by my ſhoulb it was 
tree long weeks before ſhe: got upon her legs again“ 


then 1 compoſed a lamentation in the Iriſh tongue and 
ſung it to the tune of drimmendoo; but a friend of in ine, 
of the order of St Francis, made a relation of it into 
1 and it goes very well to. % Ning of Elen a 

oon. | 
415% Ho Whether is't an clegy ora ede“ ; 10 4 
„astalte bud 19 vin NOAA 


Ja\ 10 
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Oclab. Hon the deril can it he pdilp the pe 4 


« are all even! 15 6 143 051 
« Mac, Giff it be an elegy, it mull be written in ithis 

carmen elegiacum ; or giff it be an ode, it may he 

momocolos, dieolos, eee perhaps it's hoſe 
« jambics, * © 

Oelab. Arra, upon my conſcience I believe it is imple 

© ſhambrucks, honey.“ But if * hold 1 . en ö 

ron Gall OR Pr op 13 5 5 


| 8 0: N. 8. 5: £6308 of . J 
Ye daes e Sbannon, fair Sheela is gone, 
Ye ſwalns pf the Shannon, fair Sheclah is ro mars 
Ochone my dear nw"; . 
Why was you fo cruel, - 11 4% 45 AO 
Amidſt my companions 1 me ned? Ba 
Wen 31K Ku 47 . 

Tho”. Teague ſhut the caſement in Bally- clough hall, 
Tho? 1 ſhut the caſement in- Ng hall; 


{+1 In the dark ſhe was grapings | i: eh geg 

7 And found it wide Open; 7079 
Och, the devil NL Rand len a fall * 
4 , WS, . 


In bebolding your charms, I can, ſee * no more, 


b e ; 
If you're dead do but own it, ul * 0 
Then you'll hear me bemoan it;, 

For i in loud lamentations your fate 1 deplove. | ! 's 

IV. it 


Devil curſe this docaſton wich bote and life 
« Devil curſe, this occaſton with tumults and ftriſe! , 
Obe month of November, 5 „ 30 
mo «© She'll have cauſe to remember. : 19 
Ae a black-leter da al the days.of her life, wp $i 


With a rope I eou'd catch RET 1 I've loſt! 
Wich a rope. I con'd. catch the dear ben Pre G d 
But without a diſmiſſion, 
. \ Pd loſe my commiſſion, 
And be hang'd with N itn} for aclening my pol. - 


Shall I nerer fee you, my lovely Sbeclab, theſe keen 
AK * long 


— 
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8 An it plaiſed God to brin Rec frat 
miles of each other, I would never ho to yo nearer 
all the days of my: life: 
Mas. Hoot-neg Captain Ochbben hls py your 
philoſophy: Did yeu never read Seneca de conſolations ?' 
—or Voluſenus, my countryman, de tranguillitate animi? 
Ile warrant we have left a bonvy laſs too, in the 
braes of Locliaber my yellow- hai d deary that wont 
to meet me among the hethey.—Heigh, firs! how ſhe 
grat and cried, Wae's my heart that we ſhould ſunder. 
hiſbt, what's a' that rippet! © [ 4 noiſe of drums. 
Oclab. Arra- mon- deaull they are beating our rena- 
dier's march, as if the enemy was in view: bn L che 
fetch them off long enough befure they begin to charge; 
or, by St Patrick, I'll beat their ſkulls to à panoake. 
6 Mac. (Ta a bag piper creſing the tage.] Whare are 
© ye ga'ane with the mooſie, Donald? 
ay Gui fait, an pleaſe! 'your honour, the com- 
8 has ſent for her to play a ſpring to; the ſaſe - 
© nach damſel; but her ain ſeli wad na putge th 6 length 
© of her tac without your hanour's' 2 410 be gar 
a' the men march bifote her with the-Drizith toe 2nd 
the reſt of the plunder, + 
« Macs By my laub horn aigowk anda gauky; to ettle 
at diverting the poortlaſly with the puppetiſhew oF her 
ain misfortune— ut, howſomever, Donald, ye may 
© gang and entertain her wh of Mherecman's 
compoſition and if ſue has any taſte for mobſic, yell 
ſoon gar her forget her diſaſter. 
© Otlab. Atrah, now ſince that's the cauſe, I would 
© not be guilty of a rudt thing to: the lady; and if it be 
© done to compole hey ſpirits,: by my"Thoul the drum 
© ſhall beat till ſhe'd both deaf and dumb, before 1 tell 
_ © it to leave off But n e Tee*he proceſſion. - 
, 
e. A eech. 429 1, 299 
c Fit 1 ragped- dirty ſbert for the 
6 7, rench colours —a filt of ae, in ee Eng- 
« liſh priſoneri the plunder, in the mitt of which is an 
. Za buttock of berf carried on the ¶poulders of four 
'© meagre Frenchmen, | The rey 2 a crew p of 
+ French fall! „* On ROLES ot 1 E860: 
3 6 Enter 


%. 


Lak 


| "op II. 


% 
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Enter Champignon and Harrier. 

Cham. Madame, you ſee de fortune of de war — my fate FS 
be admirable capricieux—yon be. de priſoner of myarm - 

l be de ax of your eye by gar, my gloric turn 


to my dif, 
Har. * 1 think ſo e nothing can be more 
diſgraceful than what you have done. 


Cham. Den vat I ave done !—parblieu, I not under - 
ſtand vat you mean, madame ave de honor to WT 
off one great viRtoire over de Englia. 

Har. You have carried off an unarmed boat contrary : 
to the law of nations, and rifled the paſſengers in oppo- | 
ſition to the difates of juſtice and humanity—1 ſhould 
be glad to know what a common robber could do worſe. 

ham. Common robber! Madame, your ſerviteur tres 
humble —de charm of your eſprit be as brilliant as de 
attraits of your perſonne: in one and t' oder you be par- 


faitement eee eee den dat 1 preſent my art” 


at your altar! 
** « If you have any heart to preſent, it muſt 
ſtale facrifice—for my own part, I have no taſte 
fumet ; fo,” you had hetter keep” 707" We" 1 
n e Monſieur. 23-404 
Cham. Ah cruelle !—de ladies - France will felieite 


demſelves dat you renonce de tendre of Monficar de 


Champignon— Madame la duchefſe—mais taiſfons —alte - 
. TA belle marquiſe ! ah quelles 'ames!'—vanite 
apart, madame, T'ave de honneur to be one man à Bonines 
fortunes—diable miemporte! till I rencontre your in- 
vincible eye, I aye” 11 de lame ſuecẽs in 1 28 
war. 
Har. I dare fay you have bee 41 equally lucky 
and wiſe. | 

* Cham. Ah ma et [ae is more of N 
© bonts den of my merite - permettez done, dat I amuſe 
0 you wid de tranſports of my flame. 

Har. Ina proper place, believe I ſhould find them 

very entertaining.” 

Cham, How you eile me, my princefſe!—ayq 
done, you ave de ſentimens for my They 


it is all your ever error + . e in | 


\ - — . —̃— — 
e . roo Got —— . >. ere es 7—— . ̃7˙——. ˙ oe 
_ 2 Tz — = A M7 i 1 * 
— 
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of war, one, two, three, four, ten years ago—1 take 


 Angloiſes—I teaſh dem to love they teaſh me to ſing 


= — C ¼ m/ „A ¶ 0 ²˙—%9:) «“ rr en COCA 
- . OI — 
1 _— _ — HT — 2 — 
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— . — — _— — » * 
* - - a — mm 
— 


I will freely deſcribe the wretc 
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— 


33 THE REPRISAL: OR; 


my perſonne, diable m 'cmporte}! hai, hai! 
[Cuts a c 
Har. Indeed, Monſieur, you do yourſelf injuſtice; 


for you are certainly the moſt extraordinary perſon 1 had 


ever the honour to ſee, 

Cham. Ah, ah, Madame! I die under the c charge of 
rs politeſſe—your approbation ave. diſſips de brouil- 
ard dat envelope ma fantaſie - your ſmile inſpire me wid 
allegreſſe—allons! vive Pamour!—la, la, la, la— | q 
Har. What a delicate pipe! I find, Monſieur, you're 
alike perfect in all your accompliſhments. 

Cham. Madame, your flave eternellement—perſonnes 


of gout aye own dat me ſing de chanſonnettes not alto- 


gether too bad, before I ave de honour to receive one 
ball de piſtolet in my gorge, wen I board de Englis man 


poſſeſſion ſabre a la main; but by gar, de ennemi be 


_ opiniatre—dey refuſe to ſubmit, an — me to Pli- 


mout—Dere I apprend your tongue, madame—dere 
I dance, and ave de gallanteries parmi les belles filles 


your jolies vaudevilles.— A coblere dire vas, and he live 
in one ftall—Hai, hai how you taſte my talens, Ma- 
dame? 

Har. Oh, you fing enchantingly ; 5 ſo natural, one 


Would i imagine you had been a cobler all the days of your 


life—ha, ha, ha! 
_ Cham. Hai, hai, hai —1f you not flatter me, Ma- 
dame, I be more happy dan Charlemagne—but I ave 
fear dat you mocquez de moi—tell-a me of grace, my 
princeſſe, vat ſort of lover you ſhouſe—T vil transform 
myſelf for your plaiſir. 

Har. I will not ſay what ſort of lover I like ; but II 


ling what ſort of lover I deſpiſe. 


Cham, By gar, the love me eperduement. Alu. 
aal 8 0 1 * 0. | 


From the man whom I 1 though 2 hear 1 aig, 
piſe; 5 


And if he has ſenſe but to balance a firaw, 
He will fur take th hut om the picture I draw. _ 
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| II. 
| A wit übe ſenſe, without fancy a beau, 
Like a parrot he chatters, and ftruts like a crow; 
| A peacock in pride, in grimace a baboon, | 
| eon in Nee 
| | 

As a vilturs rapacious, in falſchood a fox, 

p Inconſtant as waves, and unfeeling as rocks; 


As a tyger ferocious, perverſe as an hog, 
3, In miſchief an ape, and REP a dog. * 


5 In a word, to Fom up all hs talents rer fe, 

His heart is of lead, and his brains is of hinder; 4 
Yet, if he has ſenſe but to balance a ſtraw, 

He will ſure take the hint from the picture I dra. 


Cham, Morbleu, — you ang 2 marveilles— - 
1 de ſigure be very fin lier. 


- »» Enter 5 

J © Chinn Monſ. Artlie, I ave de honeur to be your moſt 

r umble ſerviteur—Mademoiſelle your fiſter ave des perfec- · 
e dem e i ee You 
0 do me good office—I become of your alliance—you 


command my fervice. _ 
2 Heart: I hope my ſiſter will ſet a proper value upon 
r your addreſſed; and you may depend upon my beſt en- 
— to perſuade her to treat your —— ow it de- 
— Llerves. g 
c Cham. As it deſerve 1—mardy'! dat is all-1defire— 
y den I treat you as one prince. [4 ſervant whiſpers and 
a retires. ] Comment! que m' importe Madame, 1 _ 
leave you for one moment to de garde of Monſieur | 
"| broder; but I return in one twinkle. its 
Heart: My dear Harriet, have you good nature enougli 
ö to forgive me ſor having expoſed you to all theſe dan- 
gers and misfortunes? 
Har. I can't but be pleaſed with an event which has 
introduced me to the acquaintance of the accompliſhect 
5 Champignon. ha, ha, ha 
| Heart. You can't imagine how happy 1 am to ſee you 
bear your misfortune with fuch good humour, after the 
terror you underwent. at our being taken. 
. * 25 D 2 Har- 


/ — 
* 


* 


d 


Har. 1 was indeed terribly alarmed when a cannon- 
ſhot came whiſtling over our heads, and not a little de- 


2 jected when I found myſelf a prifoner—But I imagine 


all danger diminiſhes, or at leaſt loſes part of its terror, 
the nearer you approach it: and as for this Champignon, 
he is ſuch a contemptible fellow, that, upon recollec- 


tion, I almoſt deſpiſe myſelf for having been afraid of 


him. O! my conſcience, I believe all courage is ac- 


quired from practice don't doubt but in time 1 ſhould 
be able to ſtand a battery myſelf. 

Heart. Well, my fair Thaleſtris, ſhould you ever be 
attacked, I hope the aggreſſor will fall before you. 
Champignon has certainly exceeded his orders, and we 
ſhall be releaſed as foon as a repreſentation can be made 
to the French court. 

Har. 1 ſhould be loth to trouble the court of France 
with matters of ſo little conſequence. Don't you think 
it practicable to perſuade the captain to ſet us at liberty. 


There is one figure io-chetoric which [ believe F enrcx 
hardly reſiſt. 


Heart. I * pour mes and che e 
Par wary pr ankles from: another quarter. 
I intend to make myſelſ known to Oelabber, with whom 
I was formerly acquainted, and take his advice. He and 
the Scotch enſign are at variance with N . 


| e of aur being made priſoners. : 


Enter Bruſh. .' J 
Heart. Well, Sir, you have been fiſhing the benny 


| Scot; have you caught any intelligence? 


Bruſh. Sir, I have dine. your buſineſs —Captain Ma- 
claymore and I have been drinking a bottle of four wine 


to the health of Miſs Harriet and your worſhip : in a 
| word, he is wholly devoted to your fervice. —— 


Har. Pray, Mr Bruſh, what method did you take 


_ ©. to ingratiate yourſelf with that proud ſtalking . 
. e 


Bruſb. I won his heart with ſome tranſient erico- 
© miums on his country. I affected to admire his plaid, 
© as an improvement on the Roman toga; ſwore it was 
© a moſt foldierly garb; and ſaid," I did not wonder to 
« ſee. it adopted by a N er _— rer for e 


1 


* 
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© Heart. Theſe inſidious compliments could not fail 
to undermine his loftineſs.. TW 79 
* Bruſh. He adjuſted his bonnet, rolled his quid from 

© one cheek to the other, threw bis plaid over his left 
« ſhoulder with an air of importance, ſtrutted to the far- 
«© ther end of the deck; then returning with his hard 
features unbended into a ghaſtly ſmile, By my ſaul, 


man, (ſays he), ye're na fule; I ſee ye ken foo weel 


how to mak proper diſtinctions—you and I man be 
better acquainted, ——1 bowed very low in return for 
© the great honour he did me—hinted, that though now 
] was in the ſtation of a ſervant, I had ſome preten- 


« fions to family; and, fighing, cried, Tempora mutans | 


. * - 


© tur, et nor mutamur in llise - | 
Heart. That ſcrap of Latin was a home - thruſt —— 
© You ſee, ſirrah, the benefit of a charity-ſchool. - 
_ * Bruſh, Ay, little did-F think, when I was flogged' 
for neglecting my Accidence, that ever my learning. 
* would turn to ſuch account. Captain Maclaymore 
vas ſurpriſed to hear me ſpeak Latin; yet he found 
© fault with my pronunciation. He ſhook me by the 


hand, though I was a little ſhy of that compliment; 


+ and ſaid, he did not expect to find flowers under a 
nettle: but-1 put him in mind of a fingat cat, for I 
© was better than I was bonny.— Then he carried me to 
his cabin, where we might diſcourſe more freely; told 


* me the captain was @ light-headed Wo and expreſſed. - 


© his concern at your captivity, whic ſaid was a fla- 
grant infraion of the treaty of Aix-la- Chapelle. | 
Har. There, I hope, you backed his opinion with 
all your eloquence. | | - 
© Bruſh. I extolled his anderſtanding z intereſted his 
© gallantry in the cauſe of a diſtreſſed lady; and in or- 
© der to clinch my remonſtrance, told him, that my- 
* maſter's great grandmother's aunt was a Scotchwoman: 


of the name of Macintoſh, and that Mr Heartly piqu'd. | 
© himſelf-on the Highland blood that ran in his veins, © 


Heart. I'm obliged to your invention for the ho- 
+ nour of that alliauce. I hope the diſcovery bad a 
proper effect upon my couſin Maclaymo re... 
* Bruſh. He no ſooner heard that particular, than be 


* ſtarted up, crying, * the deel ſay ye? Macintoſh} 
| | < | 


4 —ſwunds, 


LI 
— 
. 
% 
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© —ſwunds, man, that's the name of my ain mither— 
* wha kens but Meſter Heartly and I may be coozens . 
© ſeventeen times removed? Then he gave me a full ac- 
© count of his pedigree for twelve generations, and 
© hawked up the names of his progenitors till they ſet 
my teeth on edge: To conclude,” he has promiſed to 
give you all the aſſiſtance in his power, and even to fa- 
your our eſcape; for, over and above his other motives, 
I find he longs to return to his on country, and thinks 
a piece of ſervice done to an Engliſh genus may en- 
able him to gratify that inclination. 

Heart. But what ſcheme have you laid fas our eſcape? 

| Bruſh. The boat is along fide—our men are permit- 
ted to walk the S the captain retires to reſt, 
and the watch is relieving, nothing will be more eaſy 
than to ſtep on board of our on galley, cut the 
Eng 2 and make the beſt of vr way to Ol 

la Fiir een 
Heart. But you Er conſider that Mr de Champic- 
non, if alarmed, may flip his cable and give us chace— 
nay, compliment us with a diſh of nn, that 
may be very hard of digeſtion. 

Bruſb. There the friendſhip of Maclaymore will be of 
ſervice : for as ſoon as our flight is known, he and his 
men, on pretence of being alert, will make ſuch a buftle 
and confuſion, that nothing can be done until we are 
out of their reach; and then we muſt truſt to our own 

_ and the trim of our veſſel, which is a prime 
_ lakers 

Har. The project i feaſible, and may be the more 
-praQticable if the Iriſh heutenant can be brought to £0- 
operate with the deſign. 

Heart. Odſo, there he pound awd Brie, go and wait 
upon Miſs Harriet to her cabin, while I accoſt 2 Hi- 


bernian. 
| Enter Oclabber. 

Oclab. Your humble ſervant, Sin] hope the lady i is 
plaiſed with her aceommodation Don't you begin to 
be refreſhed with the French air blowing - over the ſea? 
upon my conſcience, now, it's ſo delicate and keen, 
that for my own part, honey, I have been as hungry as 
an * wolf · dog ever lince I came to this * 

cart. 


TD , 02 K -w 
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Heart. Sir, I thank you for your kind inquiry...I 


am no ſtranger to the French air, nor to the politepeſs 


of Captain 'Oclabber——What ! have you quite forgot 


your old acquaintance? 


Oclab. Acquaintance, honey! —by my ſhoul I ſhould 


be proud to recolle& your countenance, though I never 


ſaw you before in the days of my life. | 
Heart. Don't you remember two Engliſhman at Pa- 
ris, about three years ago, of the name of Heartly? * 


Oclab. Ub ub oo !—by Shaint Patrick, I remember 


you as well as nothing in the world=—Arrah, now, 


© whether is it your own ſelf or your brother? 
Heart. My brother died of a conſumption ſoon after 


our return to England. | | "_ 
Oclab. Ah, heav'n reſt his ſoul, poor gentleman—but 
it is a great comfort to a man to be after dying in his 
own country—l hope he was your elder brother, gra 
Oh, I remember you two- made one with us at the Hotel 
de Buffy—by my ſhoul we were very merry and frolick- 
ſome ;* and you know I hurt my ancle, and my foot 
ſwelled as big as tree potatoes hy the ſame token I ſent 
for a rogue of a ſurgeon, who ſubſcribed for the cure, 
and wanted to make a hand of my foot. Mr Heart- 
ly, the devil fly away with me, but I am proud to fee 
you, and you may command me without fear or affec- 
tion, * | lt # 
Heart. Sir, you are extremely kind; and may, I ap- 


prehend, do me a good office with Captain Champignon, 
who, I cannot help ſaying, has treated us with very 


little ceremony. „ 8 
Oclab. I'll tell you what, Mr Heartly, we officers 
don't chooſe to find fault with one another; becauſe 
there's a diſcipline and ſubordination to be obſerved, you 
know :—therefore I ſhall fay nothing of him as an offi- 
cer, honey; but as a man, my dear, by the maſs he's a 


mere baiſt. . 


Heart. Pm glad to find your opinion of him ſo con- 
formable to my own.—T underſtand by my ſervant too, 
that Mr Maclaymore agrees with us in his ſentiments of 
Monſieur de Champignon; and diſapproves of his taking 
our boat, as an unwarrantable inſult offered to the Bri- 
!  dabeh. 55 6g thu 
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Oclab. By my ſaoul, I told bim ſo before you came 
aboard. As for Fader Maclaymore, there is not a. 


prettier fellow. in ſeven of the beſt counties in Ireland 
as Brave as a heron, my dear —arrab, the devil burn him 
it he fears any man that never wore a head Ay, and 
a great ſcholar to boot —he can talk Latin and Iriſh as 
well as the archbiſhop of Armagh. Didn't you know 
we are {worn brothers though I am his elo _— 
and ſpaik the French more fluid, * ' 

: Euter Bruſh. \ 
Bruſh. O Lord, Sir, all the fat's in the fire... 

Oclab. Arrah, what's a- fire, honey? | 


Bruſh. All our fine project gone to pot. —* We may 


© now hang up our harps among the willows, and fit. 
s down and weep. by Babes ſtreams.” - - 

Heart. What does the blockhead mean? 

' Bruſh. One of our. fooliſh. fellows. has blabbed, 92 
Miſs Harriet is not, your ſiſter, but your miſtreſs; and. 
this report has bocagarried to Monſieur de Champignon, 
whom I left below in the cabin, taxing her with diſſi- 
mulation, and threatening to confine her for life. — He 
ſings, capers, ſwears, and ſtorms in a breath.—I have 
ſeen bedlam; but an Engfiſh lunatic: at full moon is a 
very ſober animal hen compared to a Frenchman in a 

n. 

Heart. T care not for his paſſion or pan ing 
heav'n, he ſhall not offer the leaſt violence to my Hax. 
riet while a drop of blood circulates in my veins —IL'Il 
"__ him, though mr and die in her ec. 

oing. 

| Oclab. Won't you be raſy 1 now 2—your dyi Rees 

nothing at all, honey; for i you-ſhould be K ed in the 

fray, what excuſe would you make to the young lady's 

relations for leaving hex alone in the hands of the ene- 

| my By my ſao of you'd look very fooliſh. Take 

no notice at all, and give yourſelf no trouble about the 

matter—and-if he ſhould ravifh your miſtreſs, by my ſal- 
vation I would take u Eire to put him under arreſt. 


Heart. The villain not think of e ſuch 

an outrage. 
Oclab. Devil confound me, but I'd never defire a bet- 
ter * then, my dear, you's ſee how I'd 
trun 


—_— cx 
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trim him you ſhould have atiefaRion'1 to your heart's 
content, 

Heart. Diſtraction [ar 8 will not give me your 
aſſiſtance, I'll fly alone to her defence | 

Bruſh. Zooks, Sir, you're as mad as he. You'll ruin 
us paſt all redem va What the deuce are you N 
of ! —Raviſh!— like that to pretend to raviſh 
No, no; he'll reviſh noting but our attels; 
and theſe he has difpoſed 8 Mi 
Harriet, when his back was turned, defired me to con-: 
jure you in her name to take care of yourſelf; for Sam- 
pignon would have no one's to: n 1 P you | 
was out of the way. ; 

Oclab. O' my conſcience, a wy ſenſible youngy wo- 
man! When there are two lovers in the caaſe, tis na- 
tural to wiſh one of them away. — Come along with me, 
honey; we'll hold a council of war with Enſign Maclay- 
more—perhaps he may. contrive mains to part you. No' 
man knows better how to make a ſoldierly retreat. 
Soldierly or unſoldierly, it _ not a but 


. 
ton —ſo we do but eſcape, I ſhall be glad away 
at any rate, even if I ſhould fly like a a ef from the ; 


ows. LATE 
Celeb.” Devil fas you;-my ety; yautie wha AR” - | 
rah, who told yon that my friend Maclaymore 1 


from the gallows!—— By my faoul, tis all fortune de is 
guerre. e indeed, I would never defire to com- 
mand a better corps than what I could form out of the 
honeſt gentlemen you have hanged in England. bs + 
Heart. I'm ſo confounded and perplexed in . * 
quence of this unlucky diſcovery, that I can't ſtart one 
diſtin thought, much leſs oper: +, to -Þ ſcheme that 
requires cool deliberation. - | 
Oclab. Arrah faith, my dear, we muſt: leave thoſe. 
things to wiſer heads.——For my own part I'm a ſoldier, 
and never burden my brain with Korg wane baggage. © 


I wine pretend to lead, but I follow in the throng 1 
And as I don't think at all, le can never think wrong- 
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 maitre——la chaloupe, Ia chaloupe 


fall anſwer, the folks/are a“ gaen daft - Deel ſtap out 
our een, I'm nae 85 midge but ye wight a ſeen me in 


* 


| wot, Sir, I'm right ſorry to find you in ſic a piekle 


gude faith you and I maun ha our Kail through the 
I priſonniers!—ſacrebleu! ma gloire! mes richeſles ! rendez 
ſame' other wy who haud their heeds unco high, 


Artlie? were be de priſonniers? wat you beat my brains 


4 
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ee ee 
e 67 great noiſe and buſtle bebind the Scener.1 
Enter Maclaymore and Champignon. | 
eas running upon the Stage ina ridiculous diſbabilli 


Cham. RENE garde qu'elle ne vous echappe 1— 
aux armes! NMonſ. wn ſecond contre 


—_— 


Mac. (overturning him as if N miſtake. ) As1 


your porridge; 
Gham. Ah ade aſſaſſin t vous avez tus votre 
commandant !-—holla ho! mes gens, a moi. | 
Mac. Hout na, it canna be our commander Monſieur 
de Champiguon, running about in the dark like a wor 
ricow !-——Preferve us a', it's the vara man—Weel I 


but wha thought to meet with you playing at blind Har- 
ry. on deck? 

Cham. (rifing. ) Ventre ſaingris ! my whole brain be 
derangee I Traitre, you be in de complot. 

Mac. Traiter me nae traiter, Meſter Champignon, or 


reek, 
. Cham. Were be de. enten e me dat—ha! 
mort de ma vie! de Englis vaifſeau !—de priſe ! de 


+ a 


moi les priſonniers—you be de enſeigne, you be de offi- 


5 cier. 


Mac. Troth, I ken foo weel I'm an offiſher—T wuſs 


ken'd the reſpact due to an offiſher, we ſhould na be 
faſhed with a Pinie din. 
Cham. Tell-a me au moment, were be Monſieur 


wid your /ottiſes? - 
Mac. Nay, fin 7 treat me with ſa little ceremony, 1 
man tell you, Meſter Heartly was na committed to my 


charge; and ſae ye may gang and teuk after him—and 
ab 


 ESoncoh oT oygp+n ”w 


' nl—your chief. 
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as for priſoners, I ken of nae priſoners but your ain va- 
let, whom-ye ordered to be put in irons this morning for 
ſupping part of your bouillan; and if the poor fallow had 
na done the deed, I think he muſt have ſtarved for want 
of vicuals./ 7 0 VI | N | 
Cham. Morbleu, Monſieur Maclaĩmote ! you diſtraĩt 
me wid your babil IT demand de Englis priſonniers 
— m'entendes/vour 2 ? 2 
Mac. Monſieur de Champignon, je vous entends bien 
there was nae -Engliſh priſoner here — for I maun tell 


. 
- 


you, Sir, that if ever you had read Grotius de Jure Belli 


ac Pacisx—or Puffendorf de Officio Hominis et Civis,—ye 
wad a' ſeen he could na be in the predicament of a cap- 
tus in bello, or an obſes or vader —tor what? yell fay— 
becauſe he was na teuk flagrante bello—ergo he was nae 
ria of war—Now what ſays the learned Puffen- 
dorf? n er ee 
Cham. Comment] you call me Puff. and-horff? ventre 
bleu, you be one impertinent. 0 N 
Mac. What, what? —— that's a paughty word, Sir— 
that's nae language for a geutleman— nas mair o'that, « 
or gude faith we il forget where we are. a, 
Cham. Morbleu, you ave forget dat I be your gene- 
Mac. By my ſaul, man, that's ſtrange news indeed! 
You my chief? you chief of the Maclaymores ? 5 
Cham. Si, moi, ruſtre - moi qui vous parle. | 
Mac. Donna ruſtre me, Sir, or deel damn. my ſaul, 
but I'll wraſt your head aff your ſhoulders, if ye was tho 
deſt Champignon in France. [ They draw and fight. 
Enter Oclabber. | 1 
Oclab. Devil fire you, my lads, what's the maining of 
all this diſturbance?—o? my_ conſcience, there's no loch 
thing as reſting below—a man wou' d lie as quiet at the 
bottom of the ſea— I've been a bed theſe tree hours, 
but I cou'd not cloſe an eye, gra; for you waked me 


before I fell aſleep. ¶ Pretending to diſcover Champignon. 


Arrah now, don't 1 dream, honey ? what, is it your 
own ſelf, Monſieur de Champignon, going to attack my 
enfign?—By my ſaoul, that's not ſo ſhivil now, aboard 
of your own ſhip. Gentlemen, I put you both under 
arreſt in the king's name.——— You ſhall ſee one 3 
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locked in your-Cabins wich your own hands; and then if 


-you cut onc-avother's/troats, by the bleſſed virgin, you 


agen why brought to a oourt · martial, and tried for your 
Mac 0 {heathing bis . 7 Weel, weel, Shai” re, 


my commanding offihet—taum off: 0. . gew he and 


I {all meet before mountains 'meet—that's a*.- | 
| Cham. (to Oclabber.) Vat! yon preſume to 9 


mettre in mes affaires d honeur you thave de hardieſſe 


to diſpute wid me de command of dis vaiſſeau de guerre 
—tell-a me, if you know my condition, ha? 
O clab. Indeed, indeed, my dear, I believe your pre · 
ſent condition is not very ſayoury—but if Enſign bw 
more had made you have by the head, your con- 
dition would have been ſtill worſe—and 2 upon my 
conſcience, I have ſeen a man command ſuch a frigate a 
bay without any head at all. 74 


_ Cham, Monſieur O-claw-bear, you mocguez de moi; 


4 you not ſeem to know my nobleſſe dat I deſcend of de 


bonne famille—dat 1 a2 progeniteurs ave bear de honour- 
antiquitsE, 

Oclab. By my ſaoul, hen I knew E. erk, you ore 

a very old coat yourſelf, my dear; it was thread. 

bare, and out at elbows. | 

__ Cham. Ah, la mauvaiſe plaiſanterie. den my 

goot Lieutenant O-claw-bear, to onderſtand dat I ave de 


grand alliances du bien —de mem I ave 8 


des princes in my chateau. 
Oclab. Och, I beg your WH nuke, 2 


* (ey {has hakbde honour to ſce it on the banks of 


the Garonne —and, by my ſaoul, a very venerable build- 


ing it was —aye, and very well bred to boot, honey; for 


it ſtood always uucovered ; and never refuſed entrance 
to any palleygers ——— wind andthe 
rain, gra 
| Clams Von wertewien to Haw Guile; ha? 

Oclab. By Shaint Patrick, I know them as well as the 
father that bore them-—Your nephew is a begging · bro- 
ther of the oder of St Francis — Mademoiſelle, your 
ſiſter, eſpouſed an eminent ier in the county of 
Bearne—and your own ſhelf, my dear, firſt mounted 
the . as a charlatan; then ſerved es: 


4 


THE TARS OF OLD ENGLAND. 4 


daſch for your diverſion; and now, by the king's favour, 
you command-a frigate of twelve guns, lying at anchor 
within the province of Normandy. 
Cham. A quelle mediſance !—que vous imaginez bien, 
Monſieur—but I vill repreſent your conduct to des Ma- 
rechaux of France; and dey will convince you dat Mon- 
fieur de Champignon is one perſonne of ſome conſide- 
ration Un Charlatan !-—-mardy, dat be ver plaiſant— 
Meſſieurs, ſerviteur I go to give de neceſſaires ordres 


pour. r attraper des Englis chaloupe—juſque au revoir 


— Charlatan!—Savatier!— Mort de ma vie! - - | 
Oclab. Faith and troth, my dear, you'll fee the cha · 
loupe far enough ont of ſight by this kim. f 
Mac. By my ſabul, Captain, ye ſent him awa' with 
a flea in his bonnet—He'll no care to wreſtle auither 
fa“ with you in a hurry—be had the wry" ſow by che 


lug. 


Oclab. If he will be Aer plbptex at rubbers, he =_— 


expect to meet with bowls—pooh! I main; he muſt look 


to meet with bowls, if he will be playing at rubbers—. 
Arra man deaul, that's not the ting neither-——but' you” 
know my maining, as the ſaying is. 5 

Mac. Hoot, aye—I'ſe warrant I how how to 
bowls row-right—and troth I eanna help thik ing but, 
I played my part pretty weel for a heginner. 

Oclab. For a beginner ! devil fetch me but you played 
like a man that jokes in earneſt but your joke was like 
to cut too keen, honey, when I came to part you and 
you I came as ſoon as you tipped me the wink with 

nger. * * zi» [15 \ An 

Marc. Ler that flie kick b che wa—wher the dirt's 
dry it will rub -out—but now we man tak cars of the 
poor waff laſſy that's left under our protection, and de- 
fend her from the maggots of this daft Frenchman, rfl 

Oclab. I will be after confining him to his Ca wy if he 
offers to touch a hair of her baird; agra. 

Mac. It's now break of dny—donna e e 8 
grey eyed morn blinking o'er yon moſfy eraig 
e' en gang down and tak a taſſe of whiſky 
then ſee what's to be done for Miſs Harriet. Bee 

{ Enter Harriet and Bruſh. - 
Har. O Lord, Im f in ſuch a flutter What was the 


Vor. II. E meaning 


— — oo —— — — . 
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meaning of all that noiſe ? Bruſn, are you ſure: your 
maſter is out of all danger of being retaken ?!! 
Bruſh. Ves, yes, Madam, ſafe enough for this bout. 
The two land- officers performed heir parts to a miracle. 
My maſter and our people flipped iuto the boat without 
being diſturbed by the centries, who were tutored for 
the purpoſe; and they were almoſt out of ſight before 
Champignon was alarmed. by a ſtarved Frenchman, whoſe 
hunger — him awake — but now they have doubled 
the point of land, and in four hours or ſo will be in ſight 
of ſweet Old England I'm ſure I ſent many a wiſhful 
look aſter them... .. 5 = 


hind with me? ST TESTS x Len 
Bruſh. O, by no manner of means, Ma'am—To be 
Jure you did me an infinite deal of honour, Ma'am, in 
- deſiring that I might be left, when you ſpoke to my ma- 
Ker through the barricado—but yet, Ma'am, I have 
ſuch a regard for Mr Heartly, Ma'am, that I ſhould be 
glad to ſhare all his dangers, Ma'am—though, after all 
d done and ſaid, I don't think it was very kind in bim 
to leave his miſtreſs, and faithful ſervant, in ſuch a di- 
lemma. - „ of „ Ia F 15 | ** al a 
Har. Nay, don't accuſe your maſter unjuſtly - you 
know how unwillingly he complied with my w a 
we could not gueſs what 2 ſteps this fellow 
Champignon might have taken to conceal his rapine, 
which Mr Heartly will now have an opportunity to re- 
preſent in its true colours. 5 


- 
” 


©, Hey. Wel—bearen grant him ſucceſs, and that 
. 


For my own part, I have been ſo long. uſed to 

is company, that I grow quite chicken-hearted in his 
abſence If I had — my leg two days ago, I ſhouldn't 
have been in this voter nn. forgive the man that 
firſt contrived, parties of pleaſure on the water.. 


« % 


Har. Hang fear, Bruſh, and pluck up your courage 


I haye ſome ſmall-fcill in phyſiognomy, and can aſ- 


ſure you it is not your ſate to die by water Ha! I ſee | 


he Captai coming this way—T mult bear the brunt of 
E err 
Bruſb. Odſo, I'll run down to Lieutenant re 


- 
nm 


Har. What, you are ſorry then for bavieg laid. be- 


i. md a ie 
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and his enſign, and give them notice in caſe there ſhould 


be occaſion to interpoſe. | [Exit Bruſh, 
Te | _ — 
Cham. Madame, pardon my preſumption, dat I 


pay my devoirs in it be all for your ſer- 
vice Monſicur your amant ave decampé ſans fagon— 
I take de alarm, and make all my efforts to procure you 
de plaiſir of ſeeing him again Ah, he be de galant 
homme to abandon his maitreſſe! - 

Har. Is there no poſſibility of bringing him back? | 
Cham. By gar, it be tout-a-fait impoſſible—he ſteal 
comme one thief i into de ene and in! in de ob- 

ſcurite. 
Har. I'm heartily glad to be it. 
Cham. For wat you be glad, my princefs, nach}: 
Har. That he's no longer in your power. ; 
Cham. Bon!—juſte ciel how you make me ha 
fee you glad, Madame? la, la, la, ra, ra—Ventre bleu 


he be one fugitif—If we rencontre again, revanche, re- 


vanche! la, la, la, ra, ra—Permittez donc, Madame, dat 
I are de honeur to languiſſe before your feet—ave pitie 
of me—take my n dans my boſom— Ah, 
larron? 1 „ra, ra. 
To He fings, kneels, and dane; by turns. 
Monſieur Artlie is not in my power—bon !—but by | 
Gar, Madame, you know who is, hah! ©7 
Har. As for me, my ſex protects me— I am here, in- 
deed, a priſoner and alone; but you will not, Jen ure 
not, treat me with indignity. 
Cham. Dare not !—Bravo—ſhow me the de man vil 


* dare not—ga—ha—hah! [ Capers about. 


Har. You're in ſuch a dancing humour, tis pity you 
ſhould want muſic—Shall I fing you a ſong? 

Cham. Ah eruelle !—You gouverne wid ſoverain em- 
pire over my art - you rouſe me into one Mo nes 
mg me into' da 1 at. | { 

= * ON G. " 


| L «Un 
Let the nymph Kin n be deaf to the rain * 


Who in tranſports of paſſion affects to complain: 
For his rage, not his love, im that frenzy is — 
And the blaſt that blows loudeſt is ſoon overbloo n. 
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IL. a 
| But the ſh herd whom Cupid has \pierc'd to the 4 
Will ſubmiſſive adore, and rejoice in the ſmatt; 
Ov in plaintive ſoft murmurs, his boſom · felt wo, 
Like t ſmooth-gliding —_— of rivers will flow. 
III 


Though ſilent his tongue, he will plead with his eyes, 
And his heart own your ſway in a tribute of highs ; 
But when he accoſts you in meadow or grove, * 

. tale is all vs: rapture, and wy. 


| Rater, Bruſh. 

Bruſb. News, news! there's an Engliſh man of war's 
boat a ong-fide with a flag of truce. 

Cham. Comment Madame, you ave de bonts to re- 
tire to your cabane—l go dreſs myſelf, and give de au- 
dience. [Exit Champignon. 
Har. O Bruſh, Bruſh, how my. little“ heart palpi- 
tates with fear and nm does che arrival of 
this boat portend? - 

Bruſh. Our deliverance from the: bande of the Phili- 
tines, 1 hope—It could not arrive at a more ſeaſonable 
juncture; for my ſpirits, are quite flagged not that I'm 
ſo much concerned on my on account, Ma'am; but I 
can't be inſenſible to your danger, Ma“am 1 fhould 
be an ungrateful wretch if I did not feel for one ihat is 
ſo dear to Mr Heartly, Mal am. 

Har. Really, Mr Bruſh, you deem te have iap oel 
mightily in politeneſs ſince. you lived among thele French 
gentlemen. *- 
Bruſh, Liv'd, Madam have been dying hourly 
ſince I.came aboard: and that politeneſs which you are 
Pleaſed to mention, Ma'am, is*tothing but ſneaking fear 
and henheartedneſs, which I believe (God forgive me) is 
the true ſource of all French politeneſs; a kind of po- 
verty of ſpirit, or want of ſincerity I ſhould be very 
roud to be drubbed in England for my inſolence and 
MHl.breeding. 

Har. Well, I hope you'll ſoon be drubbed to your 
heart's content. When we reviſit our own country, you 

ſhall have all my intereſt towards the accompliſhment of 


yo wiſh—mean while, do me ** 
W 
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ther nquiry about this ſame flag of truce, and bring an 
account of what ſhall paſs to my cabin, where 1 ſtall 
wait for you with the utmoſt impatience. e 

; Enter Block and another Seaman. 

Bhck. Smite my limbs, Sam, if the lieftenant do dap 
ber aboard, here is no plunder — nothing but rags and 
vermin, as the ſaying is—we ſhall ſhare nothing but the 
guns and the head-money—if you call thoſe heads that 
have no bodies belonging to *um. Mind that there 
ſcarecrow—ſee how his cloth hangs in the wind—Ad- 
zooks, the fellow has got no ſtowage—he's all upper- - 
work and head-ſail—I'll-be damn'd if the firſt hard 
ſquall don't blow him into the air 1 the ann of 


an onion. 
Enter Braſh, 3 
— Bruf Heh—how !—no ſure! —yes, faith, but it is. 
o, couſin Block, who thought to meet with mow 
among the French? 

Ab What cheer, be 2-— How docs mother Marge 
ry Meet me among the French? Agad, I'd never 
deſire better-paſtime than to be among em with a good 
cutlaſh in my hand, and a. brace of piſtols in my girdle. 
— Why look you, brother, hearing as how you and your 
miſtreſs were wind · bound, we are come along · ſde to tow 
you into the ofſing. | 

Bruſh. The Lord toward you, couſin but what if 
this damn'd Frenchman ſhould refuſe to part with us? 

Block. Why then, Lieſtenant Lyon is a · c ruiſing to 
windward of that there head - land heꝰ Il be along _ 
in half a. glaſs, fall under your ſtern, clap his he | 
ſtarboard, rake. you fore and aft, and ſend the French- 
man, and every ſoul on ern e- 
ing of an handſpike. 

Bruſh- The devil he will !—bat, couſin, what mult 
become of me then? þ 
Block. Thereafter as it may be—You: muſt- take yolur 
| hap, I do ſuppoſe—we failors never mind choſe things. 

every ſhot has its commiſſion, d'ye ſee—we muſt all die 
one time, as the ſaying 13—if you go down now, it ans 
| fave your going aloft another time, brother. 
Bruſb. O curſe your comfort: { 3469 eee 
Block, * ye, brother, this is a cold morning 
b E 3 have 


| 
l 


Frenchman's heart muſt be buoyed up with 


to * audience to your midſhipman. 


boat belonging to one Mr 


8 
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have you pick'd up never a funlet along ſhore ? What 
d'ye fay to a lug? | 1 775 
- Bruſh. Slug! O, I underſtand you 

[Fetches a keg of brandy, which Block ſets to his head, 

Block, Right Nantz, ſtrike my toplails ! Odds 
heart this is the only thing in France that agrees with 
an Engliſbman's conſtitution, —Let us drink out their 


brandy, and then knock out their brains. This is the 
way to demoliſh the ſpirit of the French. —An Engliſh- 


man will fight at a minute's warning, * ut a 
andy 
No more keg, no more courage. a | 
Bruſh, '1*other pull, couſin. 852 | 
Block. Avaſt, avaſt—no more canvas than we can 
carry——we know the trim of our own veſſel—Smite my 
croſs- trees! we begin to yaw already—Hiccup.— 


Bruſb. Odſo, our commander is coming upon deck 


>. Steady. | Exeunt. 
Enter Champignon, Oclabber, Maclaymore, Bruſh, 
Tom Haulyard an Engliſh midſhipman. 4 
Cham. Eh bien, Monſieur, qui ſoubait-il? . _ 
Haul. Anan—Monſeer ſweat-he !—Agad, I believe, 


if we come alongſide of you, we'll make you all ſweat. 


Mac. That's mair than you can tell, my lad——ye 
may gar me ſweet wi” fetching, but it's no in your 
breeks to gar me ſweet wi' fear. 

Oclab. You may ſwait me after I'm dead, honey 
but, by the bleſſed virgin! you ſhall not ſwait me alive 
Hand ſo you may be after delivering your meſſage, gra. 
Haul. If it wa'nt for ſuch as you that ſhow your own 
country the fore-top-ſail, wold our enemy's cable, and 
man their quarters, they would never ride out the gale, 
or dare to ſhow their colours at ſea— But howſomever, 
we'll leave that bowling i' the block, as the ſaying is 


If ſo be as how that there Frenchman is commander of 


this here veſſel, 1 have orders from my officer to demand 
an Engliſh young woman, with all her baggage and 
thingumbobs, that he took gay out of a pleaſure- 

eartly of Dorſetſhire, who 
flipped the painter this morning. — 
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Cum. Mardy ! de commiſſion be very peremptoire ! 
„ mon ami, vat you call Monfieur your com- 
mandant? 

Haul. J don't take in your palavar, not I- and may - 
hap you don't know my lingo; but, agad, we'll ſoon 
make you underſtand plain Engliſh, 

Oclab. Monſieur Champignon wants to know who is 
your commanding officer, honey. g 

Haul. Who ſhould it be but Lieutenant 1 of the 
Triton man of war of ſixty guns? as bold a heart as ever 
crack'd biſcuit. 

Cham. Bon !-- ſuppoſe dat I refuſe. de command of 


Monfieur Lionne ? 


Haul. Suppoſe !—if you do, bell run you along-fide 


yard- -arm and yard-arm, and blow you out of the waters 
that's all. 

Cham. By gar, he will find himſelf miſtaken. : here is 
not vater for one fixty gun 2 4e.) — Heark you 
me, Monſieur vat is your name, t 69" Lionne dat 
I aw called Michel Sanſon >the de Champignon, 
Marquis de Vermiſſeau— dat I aye de honeur to ſerve de 
king—dat fear be one bagatelle of wich IT have de me- 
pris dat I regard your ambaſſade as de galimatiag— 


dat my courage ſuffice to attack one whole Enghs ef- . 


_ cadre—and dat if Monſ. Lionne be diſpoſed to rendre 
moi un viſite, I ſhall have de glorie to chaſtiſe his pre · 
ſomption; ſo I permitte you go your way. -- 

Mac. Diſentio— Bide you, billy — there's nae clerk 
© here, 1 trow— Weel, Lieutenant Oclabber, I tak in- 
* ſtruments in your haund againſt the proceedings of 
Captain Champignon, wha has incarcerate the Engliſh 
s — contrair to the law of nature and nations. 8 
* cocky, ye ma about your buſineſs ; w 
6 power | ke —— you in another ſtile. 9 

Oelab. For my own part, honey, I ſhall be after 
« ſhowing you ſome diverſion in the way of my duty ; 
* but I taake you to witneſs, that I have no hand in de- 
* taining the lady, who is plaiſed to favour us un 
© company againſt her own conſent, gra.“ 

Haul. Maykap you may truſt to your ſhoal- water— 
if you do, you're taken all aback, brother ; for Lieute- 
nant Lyoy * a tender of K — 
| out 
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ſtout hands, that Uraws leſs than this here frigate by 


the ſtreak; and—heh!—agad, yonder ſhe comes round- 


the point with a flowing fail—b'w'ye, Monſeer Cham- 
pie ; all hands to nd I will up with your white rag; 


I doubt my officer, and I will taſte ſome of your ſoup- 


meagre by that time you pipe to dinner. [ Exit. 


Cham. Mort de ma vie! Je ne vous attendois pas fi- 

tot, a quelle cotẽ faut il que je me tourne ? ſacrebleau 
TA. 

Meſfieurs, I . your conſeil: you proteſt againſt 

x conduite; if you tink me ave done de injuſtice, you 
find me tout · a · fait raiſonable ; we render Mademoi- 


ſelle to de Englis; for I joge it bien mal a- propos to 


engage de enemi, wen de _ of contradiction reign a- 
mong ourſelves. 

Oclab. Faith and troth, my dear, che contradiction 
is all over; you have nothing to do but to ſtation your 
men; and as for Maclymore and my own ſhelf, the 
Engliſh cannon may, make our legs and arms play at 
loggerheads in the air, honey; but we'll ſtand by yon 
for the glory of France, in ſpite of the devil and all his 
works, gra. 

Mac. Never faſh your noddle about me: Conſcience, 


| I'ſe no be the firſt- 2 cry. barley. 


e Enſign Maclymore, 1a you to go and 
take poſſeſſion of the Wasen with your diviſion, ho- 


| ney. I wiſh.they may ſtand fire till you're all. knock'd 


o the head, gra j but I'm afraid they're no better than 
dunghills, for they were raiſed from the Canaille of 
Paris —And now Il go and put the young leddy below - 
water, where the may Ragh i in her own ſleeve, gra: for 


if the ſhip ſhould be blown up in the engagement, ſhe is 


no more thau a paſſenger you know ; and then ſhe'll be 
releaſed without ranſom. 

Bruſh. God bleſs you, Captain Oclabber,. for. your 
generolity to my poor lady. I was ordered by my ma · 
ſter to give her cloſe attendance; and though I have a 


great curioſity to ſee the battle, Miſs Harriet muſt by 


no means be left alone. | 
| [Exeunt Oclabber, nn and Bruſh. 
Cham. Ventre ſaingris! que ferai · je? Je me ſens tout 


N autres — ſont ſi precipitẽs! que 
* diable 
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diable les etouffe. - Allons! Aux armes! matelots— 
mes enfans! chardon—chiffon—ortie—fumier—Vhibou 
la faim—allons—vite, vite—aux armes! 
[4 crew of tatterdemalliont running up and down the 
deck in confuſton—the noiſe of 3 and muſquetry. 

Ah mon bon Dieu! ayez pitié de moi encore —quꝰ on 
m'apporte de l'eau de vie. Ah miſerable pecheur !—je 
ſuis mort !—je ſuis enterré! ah, voila afſez mes enfans 
—ceſſez—defiftez—il faut amener—Monſieur O-claw- 
bear—Lieutenant O-claw-bear— | 

Oclab, (behind the ſcenes.) Holloa! -— | 

Cham. Laiſſez —laiſſez—leave off your fire—de en- 
nemi be too ſtrong—we ave abaiſſee le I com- 
mand you leave off. 

Oclab. Leave off !—arrah for what? 

Cham. De ennemi vill accord no quartier. 

Oclab. Devil burn your quarter —— hat ſignifies 
quarter when we're all kill'd ?. The men are lying along 
the deck like ſo many paiſe ; and there is ſuch an abo- 
minable ſtench, gra—by my — I cs tex they were 
all rotten -before they died. upon the Nlage. 
Arrah mon Tg 1 believe 4 En Tac have made a 
compact with the devil todo ſuch execution for my en- 
ſign has loſt all his men too but the piper ; and they two 
have cleared the ſorecaſtle ſword in hand. 

Bruſh (in great trepidation.) O Lord, Mr Oclabber, 
your-enfign - playing the devil—hacking and hewing 
about him like a fury: for the love of interpoſe, 
my maſter is come aboard; and if they ſhould meet, 
there will be murder. 

Oclab. By my ſaoul, I know he bas's regard for Mr 
Heartly ; and if he kills him, it will be in the way of 
friendſhip, honey how ſome ver, if there's any miſchief 
done, I'lI rape prevent it. b [ Exit Oclab. 

Enter Champignon, Lieut. Lyon, Heartly, 'Hanl- -- 

yard, Bruſh, Block, Engliſh failors. 

Chim: (throwing himſelf on his — and preſenting 
bis ſword.) Ah miſericorde, Monſ. Artlie, Quartier os 
quartier, pour l' amour de Dieu! 

Heart. L have no time to mind ſach trifley—where is 
my Fa . 4 | 1 : 


id * 


Worn I'm heart 


_ war, though not before he has reſtored Way 


38s THE REPRISAL: OR, 
- Bruſh. I'll ſhow you the way to the poor folitar pi. 


A5 eur this is a happy da 
; | math 9 and Bruſh, 
TT 27 Eur Oclabber and Maclaymore 
Oclab. (delivering up bir ſword ) Gentlemen, your's is 
the fortune of the day. You ought to be kind to us, 
for we have. given you very little trouble. Our com. 
mander there is-a very ſhivil perſon, gra; he don't tu 
after the blood of his enemy, As for the foldiers; I 


ſhall ſay nothing ; but upon my ſaoul, now, they're the 


nimbleſt dead men Þ ever ſaw in the days of my life !— 
About two minutes agone they were lying like ſo many 
faughter'd ſheep, and now they are all ſcamper'd off a- 
bout their buſineſs, 
Mac. As I fall anſwar, it's a black burning ſhame! 
and I hope the king wilt order them to be decimatcd, 
that is, every tenth man to be hanged in terrorem. 
Oclab. By my ſalvation, if the king will take my ad- 
"ou every ſingle man of them ſhall be decimated; 
Enter Heatly, leading in Harriet. 
Heart. (embracing Oclabber and Maclaymore.) Gen- 
if lad of having an opportunity to 
veturn, in fome are, the civilities you have ſhown 
to this young lady. Mr Lyon, I beg you'll order their 


L foords to be reſtored; they were in no nen 


to our N mY ) 1 

Oclab. (receiv feword. Mr yon you're ex · 
tremely poke ; and I hope I ſhall never die till I have 
an opportunity to return the compliment. Madam, I 


wiſh you joy of our misfortune, with all my ſaoul. 
Don. I an' t uſed to make ſpeeches, Madam; but 
I'm very glad it was in my power to ſerve ſuch a fine 


lady, eſpecially as my old ſchool-fellow, Heartly, is ſo 
much concerned in your deliverance, As for this fair- 


weather ſpark, Monſieur de Champignon, if be can't 
ſhow a commiſſion, authoriſing him to make depreda- 
tions on the Engliſh, I ſhall order him to be hoiſted up 
to the yard's arm by the neck as a pirate; but if he can 


produce his orders, he ſhall be treated as a ak of 
from you and Mr Heartly. 


Hr. At that rate I'm afraid I ſhall Toſe an admirer 
Tou 


pilfer d | 


8 
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You ſee, Monſieur de Champignon, the old proverb ful - 


filled ; hanging and marriage go by deſtiny; yet I ſhould 
be very ſorry to occaſion even the death of a ſinner. 


Cham, Madame, I emplore your pitie and clemence ; 


Monſieur Artlie, I am one pauvre miſerable not mew; 


your revanche, 
Enter Block drunk, with a portmanteau on his eule 
Block. Thus and no near—bear a hand, my hearts 
© [Lays it down, opens it, takes out and puts on a 
tawdry ſuit of Champignon's t t . 
By your leave, Tinfey—QOd's heart, theſe braces are 10 
taught, I muſt keep my yard ſquare; as the ſaying is. 


Been. Ahey,—what the devil have we got here, E 


Low now, Block? | 

Block. AWs fair plunder between ann han't 
broke bulk, PII affure ene nn nk ſoon over- 
zaul the reſt of the ca \ 

[Pulli out a ug leather ques 70 h od ribbons. 
What's {0 ? the aller of a monkey TEES the 
ſellow has no more brains than a noddy; to leave the red 
ropes hanging over his ſtern, See 
board him on the poop. 

[The next thing that appears, is 82 coarſe can 
' vas ſhirt awith very fine lac d ruffles.” 


This beg is the right trim of a Frenchma rnb | 


bread work; flounſh and compliment aloft, and 

and rottenneſs alow., . [Draws out a plume of; feathers. 
Adzooks, this is Monſeer's vane, that, like his fancy, 
veers with evety puff to all the points of the compaſs — 
Hark'ce, Sam- the nob. muſt needs be damnably — lobe. 


that's rigged with ſuch a deal of feather. The French 


are ſo well fledg'd, no wonder they're ſo ready to fly. 


[Finds a packet -glaſi, a paper of rouge and Spa- 
. fiſh wool, with which be daubs bis face. 


Swing the fwivel;ey'd ſon of a whore ! he-fights under 


falſe colours like à pirate Here's a lubberly dog, dy 
dares not ſhow his own face to the weather. 
Cham. Ah, Monſieur de Belokke, ave omen | 
Blacl. Don't be afraid; Frenchman —you ſee I have 


hoiſted your jacket, thof [ ſtruck your enſign We 


Engliſhmen never cut throats: i in cold blood: the beſt 
vay of beating the _— is to ſpare all their Sham- 
| Hinions 


ns ll 
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pinions——OdQ's heart, L would all their commanders 


were of your trim, brother; we'd ſoon have the French 


navy at Spithead. 
: Lyon. But in the mean time 1 ſhall have vou to the 


gangway, you drunken ſwah. 


Blook. Swab!—I did ſwab the forecaltle clear of the 


enemy, that I muſt confeſs, 

Lyon. None of your jaw, you uber, * 613.1 

- Block. Lubher!—man- and boy, twenty years in the 
ſervice—lubber !—Ben. Block was the man that taught 
thee, Tom Lyon, to hand, reef, and ſteer ——ſo much 
for the — of Old England But go thy ways, Ben, 
thy timbers are crazy, thy planks are ſtarted, and thy 


| bottom is foul—TI have ſeen the day when chou would't 


have ſhowh thy colours wilh the beſt o'un, 
n. Peace, porpuſs. 
Block. I am a porpuſs ; for I ſpout ſalt water, Pye 
ſee. VII be damn'd if grief and lorrow we 5 ſet my 


eye · pumps a-goi 


Har. Come, Mr Block, I muſt make you friends 
with Lieutenant Lyon—As he has been your pupil, he 
muſt be an able navigator; and this is no time for our 
able ſeamen to fall out among themſelves. 

Block. Why, look ye here, miſtreſs, I muſt confel 
as how he's as briſk a ſeaman as ever greas'd a marlin- 
ſpike — I'll turn *un adrift with e'er a he that ever reefed 


2 a foreſail—A will feteh vp his leeway with a wet ſail, 


as the ſaying is And for my own part, d'ye ſee, ! 


have ſtood by him with my blood and my heart—and 


my liver, in all weathers—blow high—blow low. 

Har. Well, I hope you'll live to fee and fail with him 
as an admiral, 
Bloc. 1 doubt I muſt. be hove Job firſt, keel out of 
the water, miſtreſs, and be well ſcrubbed, d' ye ſee — 


then a may go to ſea when a wool, and hoift the Union 


flag. ! Stand clear, John Frenchman——the Royal 
Sovereign of England will ride een over the 
© waves, as the ſong 
Lyon. And now for you, Monſieur Clitnigignbe, | 
Cham. Monſieur  Lionne, Pave not altogether con- 
N bur cg a little N my vane 
4 w 
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ence. IF | | 
Heart, Well. — I'm perſuaded Mr Lyon will not be 
very ſevere in his ſcrutiny ; and to ſhow that we En- 
gliſhmen can fargiye injuries, and fight without malice, 
give me your hand —— I can't part with my miſtreſs ; 
but in other reſpects, Iam Monſieur de Champignon's 
humble. ſervant. | SID * 
Lyon. I was once taken by the Franch, who. uſed me 
nobly.— I'm a witneſs of their valour, and an inſtance 
of their palit neſa hut there are Champignons in every 
ſervice While France uſes us like friends, we will re- 


turn her eisilities; when ſhe breaks her treaties and 


grows inſolent, we will drub her over to her good be: 
viour — Jack Haulyard, you have got a ſong to the 


purpoſe, that won't, I believe, be diſagtecahle to the 


company. . | % | 
Sone 2 gap 
* 


© Behold, my#brave Britons, the fair ſprin 
Fill a bumper, and-toſs off your glaſſes: 
© Buſs and part with your frolickſome laſſes : | 
Then aboard and unfurt the wide flowing fall. 
N __ "©Cnonmva, ' | | 
© While Britiſh: oak beneath us rolls, 23 
And Engliſh courage fires our ſoulss 
To crown our toils, the fates decree 
The wealth Nr "HA r | 
| * „ — 92 
Our canvas and cares to the winds we diſplay, 
Life and fortune we cheerfully venture; | 
And we laugh, and we quaff, and we banter ; 
Nor think of te-morrow while ſure of to · day. 
While Britiſh oak, __ x 
BT: nne | W189 
The ftreamers of France at a diſtance appear; 
We muſt mind other muſic than catches: 
Mann our quarters, and handle our matches; 


Pa =, 


1 
4 — 


Our cannon ere and for batile prepare. 


| * While ritiſh oak, &c. | | 
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which were to take one, Engliſh chaloupe for intelli- 
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0 Eagesderd' in ſmoke and deliver'd in Ge: 
© Britiſh vengeance rolls loud as the thunder! 
Let the vault of the ſky burſt aſunder, 


So victory follows with riches and fame. 
6 While Britiſh oak, &c. | 


2 8 0 N G is . introduced 18947 0 if 


proving one. 
I. 


Yn: cheer up, my lads, *tis to glory; we ſteer, 
To add ſome thing new to this wonderful year: 
To honour we call you, not preſs you like ſlaves; 

For who are ſo free as we ſons of the waves? 

- »Cnorvs. 
Heart of oak are our ſhips, heart of oak are our men, 
We always are ready, | 
| Steady, boys, ſteady ; 
We'll fight and we'll conquer again and again. 
II. 


We ne'er ſee our foes but we wiſh them to ſtay ;\ 
They never ſee us but they wiſh us away: 
If they run, why we follow, and run them aſhore z ? 
For if they won't fight us, we cannot do more, 
| Hearts of oak, &. 
III, 

They ſwear they'll invade vs, theſe terrible lbs, 
They'll frighten our women, and children, and beaus: 
But ſhould their flat-bottoms in darkneſs get o'er, 

Still Britons they'll find to receive them * 

Heaits of oak, &c. * 5 
IV. 
We'll til abe them run, and we'll till make them — 4 

In ſpite of the devil and Bruſſels Garette: 

Then cheer up, my lads, with one voice let us ſing, 
Our . our ſailors, our ſtateſmen, and king. 
Hearts of 8 &c. f 
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A YE-now I can with Pleaſure look 3 4 BA ee 

Safe as T am, thank beav'n lon Engli 7 . 
Tn a dark dungeun to be loro d away, 
1 idf roaring, thund"ring, danger, and diſmay 
Expos'd to fire and water, Fevord and 4 ——— | 
2150 da up the beart of any virgin pullet. : | 
1 dread to think what might have come to paſs, y 5 05 
Had not the Britiſh Lyon quell'd the Gallic Aſt — 
B Champig nion a wretched victim led  - | 
＋ claHfer'd 7 cell, or more deteſled bed, 
My days in pray'r and faſting I had ſpent: 1 
As nun or wife, alike a penitent, : 
His gallantry, fo confident and eager, 
Had prov'd a meſs of delicate oup-maigre 
To bootleſs longings T had fall na . 
But, Heavw'n x prais'd, the Frenchman caught a tartar . 

Yeh ſoft——our author's fate you muſt decree : 
Shall he come ſafe to port, or fink at ſea? 
Your ſentence, ſaveet or bitter, ſoft or fore, _ 
Floats bis i bark, or runs it bumps aſbore.— 
Ye wits reflrain your awful thunder ; , | 
in y 2 cru ſe," tere pity he ou bander, © Iro che Gall. 
Safe from your ſbot, be fears no other foe, e 
Nor gulph, but that which horrid goes 6 below, (To the Pit 
The brave chiefs, ev'n Hannibal angyCato, | 
Have here been tam d with —pippin and patatote 
Our bard embarks in a more Chr: 2 cauſe = : 1 „ 
He craves not mercy ; but he claims applauſe. . * | 225 
Hir pen againſt the boſtile French is drawn; 8 Fa 
Who damns bim, is no Antigallican. 2 . 
. J1ndulg'd with fav ring gales and ſmil, 

And hollow groans Fre- the — 7a 2 1 


+ 
— 
* 
—— — 


Hereafter he may board @ richer prize. 
| But if this welkin angry clouds deform, _ the Hai 
| r the deſcending ſhow? rs of bail r 
And theſe rough billows hiſi, and boil, and all f 0 Fu. y 


Le li launch no more n, trouble 
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DEVIL ro PAY: 

| s,, THE = 
WIVES METAMORPHOS'D. 
| Br CHARLES COFFEY, Fog, 
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TY 


Dxanaris PrSsONX. 

| Drur,y-Lane, nburgh, ' 

Sir John Loverule, an honeſt $a a gh rg | 
country gentleman, beloy'd } Mr Beard. Mr Tannett. 


for his hoſpitality, | 
Butler, * Mr Turbutt. Mr Hallion. 
Cook, Servants to Sir Mr Leigh. Mr Simpſon. 
Footman, Fobn. My Gray. Mr Taylor. 
Coachman, (Mr Marſhall. Mr Banks. 

obſon, a ing «< , l 

r 7 cabler, Air Harper. Mr Hollingſworth. 
r, - if Caf Mr Hill. Mr Chatteris, 

Ke 244 0. " WOMEN. 
Lady Loverule, wife tg Sir Fobn, 


a proud, canting, braw 
fanatical — 4 

Lucy, . 

722235 Her maids, - Miſs Bennet. Mrs Tannett. 

Nell, Jobſon's wife, an innocent n 

_ . Tenants, Servants. 


Sczws,, A Country Village. 


8 © 


Sczux, The Cobler's houſe, 
Josson and NELL., 


„ Nett. 


WW 


I) R'YTHEE, good Jobſon, ſtay with me to-night, 


and for once make merry at home. 


* 


THE DEVIE TO PAY. © dy 
oh, (OUS peace, you jade, and go ſpin ; for if L 
lack any thread for my ſtitching, I wall puniſh vou b : 
virtue of my ſoveriegn authorit . 

Nell. Ay marry, no doubt o chat; whilſt vou take 
your ſwing at the ale-houſe, ſpend your ſubſtance, get 
drunk as a beaſt, then come home like a ſot, and uſe one 
like a og: h 
Job. Nounz, do you prate? Why, how now, Faxes 
face, do you ſpeak ill of the government! Don't yow 
know, huſſey, that I am king in my own houſe, and that 
this is treaſon againſt my majeſty. : 

Nell. Did ever one hear 279 tuff! But I pray you 
now, Jobſon, don't go to the ale · houſe to · night. | 

Job. Well, I'll humour you for once, but don't grow 
ſaucy upon/t z for I'm. invited by Sir John-Loverule's: 
butler, and am to be princely drunk with punch at tha 
hall-place z we ſhall have a bowl large enough to ſwim 
in 

Nell. But they 255 * the new. lady will not 
ſuffer a ſtranger to enter her doors; ſhe grudges even a 
draught of ſmall beer to her own ſervants ;. and ſeveral 
of the tenants have come home with broken heads from. 
her ladyſhip's on hands, only for ſmelling ſtrong beer 
in the bu * 2. 

Job. A pox on her for a fanatical. jade! She has al- 
moſt diſtracted the good knight : but ſhe's now abroad, 
feaſting with her. relations, and will ſcarce come home 
to-night; and we are to have much drink, a fiddle, and 
nay gambols. 

O, * 907 huſband, let me go with van; well be 
as m night's. long. 


Job. Why, bow now, you bold baggage, would vom 


be carried to a company of ſmooth - fae d, eating, drin- 
ing, lazy lerving- men; no, no, Jou jade, PII not be a 
cuckold; 

Nell. I'm fure they would make me welcome; you. 
promis'd I ſhould ſee the houſe, and the family has not 
a here befote, ſince you married and brought me-- 

ome. 

Job. Why, thou moſt audacious trumpet, dar't thou, 
diſpute with me ns lord and maſter ! Get in and ſpins 

| AS $401 20.2, 8 
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or Me my ſtrap ſhall wind about thy ribs moſt con- 


"5 He that has the beſt wife, | 
85 She's the plague of his life; 


But for her who will ſcold and will quarrel, 
Let him cut her off ſhort 3 
2 Of her meat and her fport, _ 
And ten times a-day hoop her barrel, brave boys, 
And ten times a-day hoop her barrel. | 
Nell. Well, we poor women muſt always be ſlaves, and 


never have any joy; but you men run and ramble at 


your pleaſure. 
Jb. Why, you moſt peſtilent baggage, will you be 


| hoop'd ? Begone. | 


* Nell. I muſt obey. | | { Gorng. 
Fab. Stay; now I think on't, here's fixpence for you; 
pet ale and apples; ſtretch and puff thyſelf up with 

mb's wool; rejoice and revel by thyſelf ; be drunk and 


wallow in thy own ſty, Ike a grambling ſow as thou art. 


He that has the beft wife, 
She's the plague of his life, Se. [Exeunt. 


'F SCENE, Sir John t. 

Butler, Cook, Footman, Coachman, Lucy, Lettice, G 
Bat. I would our dancing neighbours were here, that 
we might rejoice a little while our termagant lady is a- 


broad. I have made a moſt ſovereign bowl of punch. 
Lucy. We had need rejoice ſometimes, for our deviliſh 


new lady will never ſuffer it in her hearing. 


But. I will maintain, there is more mirth in a galley 
than in our family. Our maſter indeed is the worthieſt 
gentleman—nothing but fweetneſs and liberality. 
Foot. But here's a houſe turn'd topſy-turvy, from 
beav'n to hell, fince ſhe came hither. | 
Lucy. His former lady was all virtue and mildneſ 
* But. Ay, reſt her ſoul, ſhe was ſo; but this is in- 
* ſpixed with a legion of devils, who make her lay about 


F 


a her like a fury. | e * 
e. I aw ſure E always feel her in my bones; if 


+ 


her 


- 
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her complexion don't pleaſe her, or ſhe looks yellow 


in a morning, I am ſure too look black and blue for 
it before night. | TE i 
Cool. Pox on her, I dare not come within her reach, 
© I have ſome fix broken heads already. A lady, quo- 
© tha! a ſhe-bear is a civiler animal. | 
© Foot. Heav'n help my poor maſter? this deviliſ ter- 
© magant ſcolding woman will be the death of him: I 
never ſaw a man fo alter'd in all the days of my life. 
Cool. There's a perpetual motion in that tongue of 
© her's, and a damn'd ſhrifl pipe, enough to break the 
drum of a man's ear.“ | | 
| Enter Jobſon. ; : 
But. Welcome, welcome all; this is our wiſh. 
© Honeſt old acquaintance, Goodman Jobſon f how 
doſt thou? 5 | 7 3 
Job. By my troth, I am always ſharp-ſet towards 
„and am now come with a firm reſolution, though 
but a poor cobler, to be as richly drunk as a lord; I am 
a true Engliſh heart, and look upon drunkenaeſs' as the 


| belt part of the liberty of the ſubjeR. _ I 


But. Come, Jobſen, wel bring out our bowl of 
punch in ſolemn proceſſion ; and then for a fong to crown 
our happineſs. - Fe 

[Tie all go aut, and return with a-bewl of punchs 


| AIR II. Charles of Sweden, 
Come, jolly Bacchus, god of wine, 
Crown this night with pleafare ; 
Let none at cares of life repine, 
To deftroy our pleaſure. | 
Fill up the mighty ſparkling bowl, 
That ev'ry true and loyal ſoul 
May drink and fing without controul, 
To ſupport our pleaſure, 


Thus, mighty Bacchus, ſhalt thou be: 
Guardian of our pleaſure ; 
That under thy protection we 
May enjoy new pleaſure. 8 
And as the hours glide ſwift away, nates 
We' in thy name invoke their day, 5 i 


1 
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And ſing thy praiſes that we may 
Live and die with pleaſure. 


Bui. The king and the royal family in a brimmer— | 


AR A. .; 
Here's a good health to the king, 
And ſend him a proſperous. reign ; 

O'er hills and high mountains, 

We'll drink dry the fountains, - 
Until the ſun riſes again, brave boys, 
Until the ſun riſes again. 


Then here's to thee, my boy boon, -- 
And here's to thee, my boy boon; 
As we've tarry'd all day 
For to drink down the fun, . 
So we'll tarry and drink down the moon, brave 5 
8⁰ we'll tarry and drink down the moon. 
LOmnes huxza. 
Enter Sir John and Lady. 

Lady. O heaven and earth, what's here within my 
| 45 Is hell broke looſe? What troop of fiends are 
here? Sirrah, you impudent raſcal, ſpeak ! 

Sir Joby. For ſhame, my dear. —As this is a time of 
mirth and jollity, it has always been the cuſtom of my 
bouſe, to give my ſervants liberty in this ſeaſon, and to 
treat my country neighbours, that with innocent ſports 
they may divert themſelves. / 

Lady. I ſay, meddle with your own affairs; 1 will 
govern my own houſe without your putting in an oar. 
Shall I aſk you leave to corre& my own ſervants ? 

Sir John. 1 thought, Madam, this had been my 
houſe, and theſe my tenants and ſervants, 

Lady. Did I bring a fortune to be thus abus'd and 
foub'd before people? Do you call my authority in 
queſtion, ungrateful man ! Look you to your dogs and 
horſes abroad; but it will be. my province to govern 
here ; » nor will I be controll'd by e eber a hunting, hawk- 


ing knight in Chriſtendom. 


AIR IV. Set by Mr Seedo. 


Gr Jobn. Ye gods | you gave to me a wife 
Out of your grace and fayour,, 


(> 
© 


h 
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To be the comfort of my life. 
And I was glad to have her: 
But if your providence divine 
For greater bliſs deſign her, 
To obey your wills at any time, 
I am ready to refign her. 


This it is to be married to a continual tempeſt. Strife 
and noiſe, canting and hypocriſy, are eternally afloat— 
'Tis impoſſible to bear it long. 

Lady. Ye filthy ſcoundrels, and odious jades, I'll teach 
you to junket thus, and ſteal my provifions: 1 _ in 
devour'd at this rate. 

But. I thought, Madura, we might de merry once 
upon a holiday. 

Lady. Holiday, you popiſh cur; Is one day more 

holy hs another? and if it be, you'll be fare to get 
drunk upon it, you rogue. [Beats him] You mix, 

| you impudent flirt, are you jigging it after an abominable 
fiddle? all daucing is whoriſh, huſſey. 

ö  Lugs her by the 471. 

: Lucy. O las, the has pull'd off both my ears. | 

Sir John. Pray, Madam, conſider your Tex and qua- 

f lity: I bluſh for your behaviour. 

C Lady. Conſider your incapacity: ſhall not inſtruct 
me. Who are you thus muffled, you harden? 

$ 


. [She beats em all,ſobfon fteals by. 
Job. Jam an boneſt, plain, pfalm-finging cobler, 
I Madam: if your lad yhhip would but go to church, you 
s might hear me pc all the reſt there. 
Lady. VII try thy voice here firſt, villain. 
V F Strikes him. 
Job. Nouns! what a pox, what a devil ails you? 
d Lady. O profane wretch! wicked varlet! 
n 19 For ſhame! your behaviour is monſtrous, - 
d Lady. Was ever poor lady ſo miſerable in a brutiſh 
n wk e Tam? I har am fo 


— man! 


Jeb. fage. He that bas the beſt r.. 
She's the plague of his life. t 

| But for her that will eo and will quarrel==" . 
1 [ xit, 


0 . | Lach. 


pious and religious a wo- 
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Lady. O rogue, ſcoundrel, villain ! 
Sir John. Remember modeſty. 


Lady. I'll rout you all with a vengeance—* on ſpoil 


© your {queaking treble. 


« [Beats the fiddle about the Hind man's head. 


© Fid. O murder, murder! I am a dark man—which 


way ſhall I get hence !—O heay'n, ſhe has broke my 


« fiddle, and undone me and my wife and children. 
Sir Fobn. Here, poor fellow, take your ſtaff and be- 


gone: there” 8 money to buy you two ſuch: that's your 


4 way - CExit Fiddler. 
6 3 Methinks you are very liberal, Sir; muſt my 


. © eſtate maintain you in your profuſetieſs? * 


Sie John. Go up to your cloſet, pray, and compo 
Jour mind. 

Lady. O wicked man! to bid me pray: 

Sir John. A man can't be completely a I ſee, 
without marriage; but fince there is fuch a thing as ſe- 


| parate mdinkt mente he hall to-morrow Enjoy 1150 bene» 


fit of it, 


AIR V. | 07 'all IR 4 miſcarry d. 
Ol the ſtates in life ſo various, | 
Ml,urriage, ſure, is moſt precarious; 
Iis a maze-ſo ſtrangely winding, 
Still we are new mazes finding : 
"Tis an action ſo ſevere, 
That nought, but death can ſet us clear, 
Happy's the man, from wedlock free, 
Who knows to prize his liberty. - 
Were men wary | "XY 
How they ma 
We al not be by half ſo full of 1 


3 | 1 mocking at the door. 
Hete, where are iy esst ? Muſt they be frighted 


from me: Within there — ſee who knocks. 


* Lady. Within there Where are my fluts? Ye drabs, 
ye queans—lights there. 
Enter Servants, ſneaking, with "IA 
But. Sir, it is a doctor that lives ten miles off: he 


practiſes phyſic, and is an aſtrologer; your worſhip 2 


e ECD 


70 
qu 


THE WIVES METAMORPHOSD. yy 
kim very well: he is a cunning man, makes tee 
and can help people to their goods again. 

Enter Doctor. 

Doc. Sir, I humbly beg your — pardon for this 
unſeaſonable intruſion; but I am benighted, and *tis ſo 
dark that I can't poſſibly find my way home; and know- 
ing your worſhip's hoſpitality, deſire the favour to be 
harbour'd under your roof to-night. 

Lady. Out of my houſe, you conjurer, you ma- 


ician. | 
: Dod. Here" 8 a tora!—here's a change!——Well if 
I have any art, you ſhall ſmart for this. [Afide. 


Sir John. You ſee, friend, I am not maſter of my own. 
houſe: therefore, to avoid any uneaſineſs, go down the 
lane about a quarter of a mile, and you'll ſee a cobler's 
cottage ; ſlay there a little, and I'll ſend my ſervant to 
conduct you to a teyant's houſe, where en be well ene 
tertain'd. 

Dock. I thank you; Sir; I'm your moſt humble ſer- 
vant.— But as for your lady there, ſhe ſhall this night 
feel my reſentment. [ Exit. 

Sir John. Come, Metin, you and I muſt have lome 
conference together. | 

Lady. Yes; I will have a conforence 855 a a 
85 too in this houſe, or I'll turn it upſide nee 
* f 5 

AIR VI. .. Contented country farmer. Nd 
Sir John. Grant me, ye pow'rs,' but this requeſt, 
And let who will the world conteſt; 
| Conyey her to ſome diſtant ſhore, 
Where I may n&er behold her more; 
Or let me to ſome cottage fly, 
In fenden s arms to live and die. LExeunt. 


Scare; The Cable. 


Nell and the Doctor. | 
Nell. Pray; Sir, mend your dronght, if you pleaſe: 


Jou are very welcome, Sir. 
Doct. Thank you heartily, good woman; and to re- 
hüte your eivility, II uy ts your fortune, yy 
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. Nell, O pray do, Sir: L never hid my fortune told me 
in my life. 

Doct. Let me behold the lines of your face. 

; Nell. I'm afraid, Sir, tis none of the cleaneſt, I have 
hee about dirty work all this day. 
| Ded. Come, come, tis a good face; be not aſham'd 

of it; you ſhall ſhow it in greater places ſuddenly, 

Nell. O dear, Sir, I ſhall be mightily aſbam'd; I want 
dacity when: I come before great folks, 

Deo. You mult be confident, and fear nothing; there 
i» much bappineſs attends ou. 

Vell. Oh me! this is a rare man: Heav'n be thank'd, 

Dod. To-marrow before the ſun rie, you ſhall be the 
happieſt woman in this country. 

- Nell. How, by to-morrow ! —Alack 2-day „Sir, how 
can that be? 

Dost. No mare ſhall cu be troubled with a ſurly huf- 
band that rails at and ſtraps you. 

. Nell. Lud, how came he to know that? he muſt be a 
conjurer. Indeed my buſband is ſomewhat rugged, and 
in his cups will beat me, but it is not much; he's an ho- 
neſt pains-taking mans and I let him have his way. Pray, 
Sir, take t'other cup of ale. 

Doc. I thank you-—--Beheve me, to-marrow you 
ſhall be the richeſt woman i th? hundred, and ride in your 
own coach. 

Nell. O ſather, you jeer me. 

Doc. By my art, I do not, But mark und 
confident, and hear all out, or worſe will follow. 

Nell. Never tear, Sir, I warrant you-——O Gemini! 
a coach! | 


Al K VII. Send home my long. Hray d eyer. 


My ſwelling heart now leaps for j joys 
And riches all my thoughts employ ; 


No-more ſhall people call me Nell, 
Her ladyſhip will do as well: 


2-1 Heb in my golden rich arrays | 
I'll in my chariot roll away, 


1 3 0h rok 


ter 
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| Enter Jobſon. | 
Job. Where is this quean? Here, Nell! what a pox, . 


are you drunk with your lamb's wool? 


Neil. O huſband! "here's the rareſt man—be has told 
me my fortune. 
Job. Has he ſo! and planted my fortune too, a luſty - 
pair of horns, upon my head—Eh—iv't not ſo? 
Dots." Thy wife is a virtuous woman, and — 
happy— 
25. Come out, you hang- u „you 
322 — villain? pe. 1 be . olded b 
w_ rogues as you ae, mathematicians and almanack- 
makers! 
Nell. Pr'ythee peace, buſband, we ſhall be "rich, and 
have a coach of our own. 4 4% 
Job. A coach! a cart, a wheel-barrow, you 1 f 
by the mackin, ſhe's drunk, bloody drunk, moſt con- 
foundedly drunk. Get you to bed, you trumpet. * 
[Beats Her. 
Nell. O mercy on us! is this «taſte of my good for- 
tune: * | 
DR. You had better not hare touch d her, you ſurly 
ue. 
Job. Out of i my houſe, you villain, or I'll run my aw 
up to the handle in your buttocks. 
Doct. Farewel, you paltry ſlave. | 
Job. Get out, you rogue. Exeunt. 
Scans, Changes to an open aaa 
= | Doctor fol. | 
© AIR VIII. 75. Spirit's fong in 2 
My little ſpirits, now appear  - 
Nadir and Abiſhag, draw near. 
© The time is ſhort, make no delay; 
Then quickly haſte and come away: 
Nor moon nor ſtars afford their light, 
But all is wrapt in gloomy night: 
Both men and beaſts to reſt incline, 
And all things favour my defign.. 
Spirits (within.) Say, maſter, wha; is to be. done? 
My ftri& Le be ſure attend; _ 


For ere this t ſhall have 
Vor, II. 3p nigh — 


G * 3 = 
* . 
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You muſt this cobler's wife transform, 
Aud to the knight's the like perform; 

With all your moſt ſpecific charms, 
Coney each wife to diff'rent arms; 

Let wh deluſion be ſo ſtrong, -— + | - 

That none may know the right from bea. 
c (Vithis ) All this we will with care perform, 

1 thunder, lightning, and a ſtorm? 
U 


4 4s et Changes to the Cobler”s houſe. © f 15 
. Jobſon at' work. The bed in view. 


ob, What, devil has, been abroad to-night 2 I never 
bh claps of thunder in my life. I thought my 
little, hovel would have flown away; but now all is clear 

again, and a fine, tar-light, morning it is. I'll ſettle 
myſelf to work. N lay winter's thunder is ſummer” $ 
wonder. 


AIR IX.  '» Charming Sally. 
Of all the trades from eaſt to well, 
4 Phe oobler's, paſt contending, 

Is like in time to prove the beſt, _ 
1151 1 Whidhiev ry day is mending. 
How great his praiſe who can amend 

The ſoals of all his neighbours; 
Nor is unmindful of his end; 

But to his laſt ſtill labours! 


Lady. Heyday! what impudent ballad- fnging rogue 
is that, who dares wake me out. of wy-leeps I'll have 

- you flea'd, you raſcal, 

Job. What a 8 does he talk i in her er or is ſhe 

drunk ſtill?ꝰ [ Sings. 


A ; R X. Now pe avell, ye parents dear. 


13 Bath a wanton: 1 did dwell, 
As Chaucer he did write, 
Who wantonly did ſpend her time 
In many a fond delight. 
All on #time ſo ſick the was, 


And ſhe at length did die, . 


- AS. <q Eon ho. 


equipage. 
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- And then her ſoul at Paradiſe 
Did knock moſt mightily:  / ede 
Lach. Why, villain, raſcal, ſereech- owl, who. met 
a worſe noiſe than a dog hung in the pales, or a hog in 
a bigh,wind. , Where are all my ſervants.? Somebody 
come and hamſtring this rogue. oct. 
Job. Why, how now, you brazen quean ! you mu 


gei drunk with the conjuror, muſt- you! I'll give you 


woney angther time to ſpend in lamb's wool, you ſaucy 
jade; r {nan 0 OO Ne 
Lady. Monſtrous! I can find no bell to ring. Where 


are * ſervants? They ſhall toſs him in a Hlanket. 
Job. 


). Ay, the jade's aſleep ill: the conjuror told her 
ſhe ſhould keep hier coach, and ſhe is dreaming of her 


I n coe io, in ſpite, the n. 
Okt all ſueh churle as theez' ;; 
5 Thou art the cauſe of all our pain, £4 $49 hab, 
Our grief and miſet7ryr. N 
Thou firſt broke the commandement, 0] 364 
In honour of thy wife: FRI hy. e 


Wuen Adam heard her lay thele Words, 
He ran away for fe: e 
Lady: Why, huſband! Sir John! Will you ſuffer me 
to be thus inſultedꝰ ant mn { 85-0232 
Fob. Huſband! Sir John! What a pox, bag ſhe 
3 and my name's Zekel too: a good jets 


Lady. Ha! he's gone, he is not in the bed. | 
where am I? <4 Foh, what laathſame ſmells are here?“ 
Canraſs ſheets, and a filthy ragged curtain 3 a beaſt! 
8 and a wu Am lawake; or is it all a dream 

at rogue is that? Sirrah, Where am I? Who brought 
me lither? What raſcal are you? $4 

Job. This is amazing I never heard ſuch words from 


— 


ber before. If I take my &rap to you, I'll make-you 


know your huſband. I'll teach you better manners, you 

ſaucy drab. _ 544+ 4 ABA 

Lady. Oh aſtoniſhing impudence ! You my'tiifband, 

inah ? Pllhave you * you rogue; Va a lady. 
5 2 | 
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Tet me know who has given me a ſleeping draught, and 
convey'd me hither, you dirty varlet? 
1 155 A ſleeping · draught! yes, you drunken jade, you 
had a ſleeping draught, with - a- pox to ye, What, has 
not your Jamb's wool done working yet? 
Lady. Where am 1? Where has my villainous huſband 
put me? Lucy! Lettice! Where are my queans ? 
Jeb. Ha, ha, ha! What, does ſhe call her maids too? 
The conjuror has made her mad as well as drunk. 
Lady. He talks of conjurors ; ſure I am bewitched! 
Ha! what cloaths are here? a linſey-woolſey gown, a 
calico hood, a red bays petticoat : I am removed from 
my own houſe by witchcraft. What muſt I do? what 
will become of me? [| Horns uind without, 
Job. Hark! the hunters and the merry horns are a- 
broad. Why, Nell, you lazy jade, tis break of day; to 
work, to work; come and ſpin, you drab, or I'll tan 
ur hide for you. What-a-pox, muſt I be at work two 
2 before you in the morning? | + 
Lady. Why, ſirrah, thou impudent villain! doſt thou 
not know me, you-rogue? 

Fo. Know you? yes, I know you well enough, and 
11. make you know me before I have done with you. 
A al Sir John Loverule's lady ; how came I 

? 1397 | ; . 
-.. $6 b. Sir John Loverule s lady! No, Nell, not quite ſo 
101 neither: that damn'd ſtingy, fanatic whore, plagues 


2 that comes near her the whole country curſet 
Lady. Nay, then I'll hold no longer You rogue, 
you inſolent villain, Fll teach you better manners. 
© [Flings the bedſtaff and other things at bin. 
Job. This is more than ever I ſaw by her; I never 
an ill word from her before. Come, ftrap, I'll try 
your mettle; I'll ſober you, I warrant you, quean. 
1 [He. ftraps * flies at him. 
Lach. I'll our throat out; I'll tear out your 
eyes; I am —_ ſirrah. O murder, murder! Sir 
John Loverule vil hang you for this. Murder, mur- 
der! | 


ob. Come, huſſy, leave fooling, and come to your 


, ww oa r 


* 


ſfpinning, or elſe I'll lamb you, you never were ſo lamb d WF ] 


ſince 
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fince you were an inch Jong. Take it up, you jade. 


[ She flings it down-»he ſtraps heb. 


Lady. om hold! PI do any thing. 


again. | 
Lady. What mall 1 do: 1 eari'e f 1. : Lc. 
Job. ie en "tis broad day-now. 


Works nd fg 

AIR. Xt, Wo Cams, ft ua repo. | 27 167 
Let matters of ftate | Tr e 
Diſquiet the great, -i ad 

1 cobler has nought to perplex him; Nr 

Has. noughit but his wife —" I 
o ruffle his life, Att TOA MIR 
And bas he can ſtrap if he vex him. + nee 
| "42 why: | A 14339 4 
1 "He's out of the pow'r 1 5 111 a 


Ot Fortune, that, whore, 
Since low as can be ſhe has thruſt him: 


From duns he's ſecure, bare ts 54 ry b ook | 


% by 
For, being ſo poor, k \ 1208 


There 8 none to be Found that wh . 


Heydays I think the jade's brain is turn'd! Whats hive 
you n- to ſpin, huſſey ? w 


But I have not forgot to run. I. m een try 1 | 


ſeet: wen, ſhall find ſomebody in the town, fare, that will 
ſuccour me. | She runi . 
Jobs What, does ſhe run for it? Pl after her 


i YEH ay © 4 19 A402 4 40 110 [He ae. 


»1 ' Bens changes th Sir John's houſe. : 


$ Tt «2.005 {0'$4% 
4 Nell in Bed. {2 HO ROD 
Nell. What pleaſant dreams T TE bad to-night? 
Methought I was in paradiſe; upon a bed of violets and 


roſes, and;the fweeteſt huſband by my ſide! Ha, my | 


me! where am I now? What-ſweets are theſe? No 
den in the ſpring ean equal them Am I on a bed?— 
The ſheets are ſarſenet, ſure; no linen ever was fine, 


—— What a gay ſilken robe have J got? 0 heaw'n! 
I dream et if this be a dream, I would not wiſh to 


. / G 3 


Job. Oh, I thought I ſhould bring you to N 5 


- 
o , 
— — H OO — — — 


names | have had theſe three months from her have wr 
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wake again,—Suce died laſt night, and went to beav'a; 
and this i 18 It, 
Enter L. 


ucy. 5 
Le. Now muſt I wake an alarum that will not lie 
lil again till midnight at ſooneſt: the firſt greeting, I. 
e will be Jade or whore. Madam, Madam! 
= O gemini | who's this? What ddft ſay, ſweet- 


"Lag. Sweetheart 1 Oh. lad, freetbeart | Ibe bel 


fut or whore What gown and ruffles will your lady. 
ſhip wear to-day. 

Nel]. What does ſhe mann ? Ladyſhip, gown, and 
ruffles! Sure I am awake !—Oh, I mender the cun- 
nin man nov. . 

Did your ladyſhip, ſpeak? - 

Well. Ay, child, I'll wear the ſame I did RH 

* Mercy upon me !— Child !—Here's a miracle! 

Enter Lettice. 

"Let. Ts my Lady awake?—Have you had her ſhoe or 
her ſlipper at your head yet? 

Lucy. Oh no, I'm overjoy'd; ſhe's in the kindeſt hu- 
mour Go to the bed and fpeak to her—Now is your 
dime. 

Let. Now's my time! what, to have another tooth 
Sg out. Madam! 

3 nee ſay, wy dear {——O father, what would 
e bave 

| Let. What work will your ladyſhip pleaſe to have done 

10-day? Shall I work plain work, or go to my ſlitch- 

in 

Nell. Work, child? tis holiday; no work to-day. 

Let. Oh mercy! am I, or Lp or do we both 
dream: Here's a bleſt chan 

Lucy. If it continues, we dal b be a happy family. 
L.et. Yeur ladyſhip's chocolate is ready. 
Well. Merey on me, what's that ?—ſome garment, I 
ſuppole. [Afþde.] Put it on then, ſweetheart. - 
Let. Put it on, Madam! I have ne tis ready 
to drink. 
Nell I e it bys I dou't care for drinking 


now. 5 
Enter 


dy 


I. a 
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: Enter Cox. 

Cook. Now go I like a bear to the take, to know her 
ſcurvy ladyſhip's command about dinner. | How many 
raſcally names muſt I be called? F 

Let. Oh, John Cook, you'll be out of your wits to ind 
my lady in ſo ſweet a temper. 

Cool. What a devil, are they all mad? p15 9 
Lucy. Madam, here's the cook come about FRO 


Mell. Oh, there's a fine cook! He licks like-one of. 


our gentlefolks. LAlide.] Indeed, honeſt man, I'm very 
— now ; pray get me a raſher upon the coals, a 
piece of ewe- cheeſe, and ſome white bread. 
Cook. Hey, what's to do here? my head turas round. 
Honeft man! I look'd for rogue and raſcal at leaſt.— 
She's ſtrangely: chang'd in her diet as well as her 14 
mour. [| A/ide, ]—I'm afraid, Madam, cheeſe and 
will fit v on your Ladyſhip's ftomach in 
8 "If nd leaſe, Madam, I'll toſs yon up a 
white fricaſee of chickens i in a trice, Madam ; or what 
does your Ladyſhip think of a veal ſweetbread? 
Nell. Ev'n what you will, good cook. 1 N 
Cook. Good cook ! cook J. Ah, tis a ſweet 


© lady.” Mercy on us! miracles will never ceaſe. 
Enter Butler. 


© Oh, kiſs me, Chip Feeney awer a. 


© kindeſt, ſweeteſt lady 


* But. 'You hamming rogue, rogue, I think you are out of 
maids | 


© your wits all of ye; t look merrily too.* - 

Lucy. Here's the butler, ee N 2 
ſhip's orders. 

Nell. Oh, pray, Mr Butler, let me have ſome ſmall 
beer when my breakfaſt comes in. 


But. Mr Butler! Mr 1 ſhall be turr'd into 
ſtone with amazement. [4 de.] Would not your Lady» 


ſhip rather have a rontiniac or Lacryme? 
' Nell. O dear, * 


not betray 1 ce [fide J Well, which 1 pleatey 1 Mr 


Butler, 
Enter Conchman, | 
But. Go, get you in, and be rej Gd bs Faye. 
© Coach. The cook has been bl his 
not how Jong: what, do you — 


Lucy. 


2 — dut I muſt 


ee 
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Lucy: Madam, the coachman. * 
- Caach. I come to know if your Ladyſhip goes out to- 
Pins and which you'll have, the coach or chariot ? 
* _ Gee Pl ride in . coach, if 
N pleali e. 
* Coach, The ſky will fall, that's certain. Exit. 
Well. I can hardly think Lam awake yet. 232 well 
pleaſed they all ſeem to wait upon me!. O notable cun? 
ning man My bead turas round gas am GE giddy 
wih my own happiaeſs | 


A IR XII. What bag PL a auth 2 | 


- Though late I was-a cobler's wife, | 
In cottage moſt obſcure-a, © | 17 oh 
{alla plain-ftuff gown, and ſhort-exr's wo 
bt b -Heoblabourdll pridure-s: 


| The ſcene is chaug d, I'm YT quite, . 
And from poor 194 Nells, 
Pl learn to dance, to read, and erke, | 

And from all bear the bell-a,,-. is xit, 


Enter Sir John, meeting hi, frroant. 
7 5 Oh, Sir, here's the rareſt news! | 
Luc. There never was the * Sir! You'll be over. 
7 and amas- dt 
Sir John. What, are ye ad 2—What's the matter 
with ye?— How now! here's a new face in my family! 
— What's the meaning of all this?? 
Bat. Oh, Sir, the family's turn'd upſide den- 
we are almoſt diſtracted; the a; oak eſt i 
Tucy. Ay, my Lady, Sir; my es | 
Sir Fobn. What, is ſhe dead? 
But. Dead! 'Heav'n forbid !—O, ſhe's the beſt wo- 
man, the fweeteſt lady— 5 0 
Sir John. This is aſtoniſhing—l moſt go ms inquire 
into this ut ny be true, 1 dere rejoice in- 
deed. * 
But. Tis true, Sir, 850 my honour. K Long live Sir I 
John and . Lady. Huzzal ve. 


Sr Nell. on wed he? 
VA Nell. 1 well * the cunning- man 3 me 
to bear all out confidence; or worſe, 1 ſaid, would 


. & ks = . follow. 


vit. 
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follow. I am aſham'd, and know not what to do 
with all this ceremony. I am amaz'd, and out of my 
ſenſes.— I look'd in the glaſs, and ſaw a gay fine thing 
] knew not. Methought my face was not at all like 
that I have ſeen at home in a piece of looking - glaſs fa- 
ſtened upon the cupboard. ' But great ladies, they ſay, 
have flattering glaſſes, that ſhow them far unlike them- 
ſelves, whilſt poor folks” glaſſes repreſent them e en juſt 
as they are. : TEEN = Oy 
AIR XIII. Men [ was a dame of honour. 
Fine ladies with an artful grace | 
* Diſguiſe each native feature; 
© Whilſt flatt'ring glaſſes ſhow the face, 
As made by art, not nature: 
© But we poor folks in home-ſpun grey, 
By patch nor waſhes tainted, vie 
© Look freſh and ſweeter far than they? 
That ſtill are finely painted.” 


Lucy. Oh, Madam, here's my maſter juſt retura'd from 


hunting. 

Nell. O. gemini! this fine gentleman my huſband? 
Sir John, My dear, I am overjoyed to fee my family 
thus tranſported with ecſtaſy which you occafion'd. ' 
Nell. Sir, I ſhall always be proud to do every thing 
that may give you delight, or your family ſatisfaQion. 

Sir Fohn. By heav'n, I am charm'd!—Dear creature, 
if thou continueſt thus, I had rather enjoy thee than 
the Indies. But can this be real May I believe my 


— 
6 


ſenſes? -... ELL Obi: | 2 
Nell. All that's good above can witneſs for me, I am 
in earneſt, TIE” | | © [ Kneels. 


Sir Jobn. Riſe, my deareſt. Now am I happy indeed. 
— Where are my friends, my ſervants? Call em all, and 


let them be witneſſes of my happineſs. \[Exit. _ 
Nell. O rare ſweet man! He ſmells all * 
noſegay. Heav n preſerve my wits. 
| 24 95 e 


"6 
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AIR XIV. Tua within a fur lang, &e. 
Qccharming cunning maul thou haſt been wondꝰ raus kind; 
| Ant all dN g alden words do now prove true, N 
Ae 3: 1—— tranſports wt bn n 
To town my happy ſtate ; 1 F 36 
Thus kiſs'd and preſs d,. 
ii Aud doubly bleſs'd -: | | 
Ii all this/pomp and ſtate: 
New ſcenes of joy ariſe 
Which fill me with ſprpriſe 
My rock, and rtel, 
Aud ſpinnint We iet, 0 
And huſband, deſpite. mig 
Then, Joblon, now eg, 
Thy cobling Mill purſue 3 mY, 
For henee wen cant, DO, nor muſt vet buckle to, 


Exit. 
2 Jobſon's Houſes 


203-5 451451 f 1 55 Euter Iady. EA 1) * oa4m,\ 
Lady. Was ever lady yet fo miſerable? T can't make 
one ſoul in the village /acknowledge me. They ſure are 


- 
— 
- — — 
- 


T7 44 
x * : 


all ef the conſpiracy. This wicked huſband of mine has 


laid a deviliſh plot againſt me: I muſt at preſent fib- 
mit, that I may hereafter have an opportunity of exe> 
fam rangi _ Hee wo rey — fogues) * * 


: but now I muſt yield 
| Euter Job | 
25 Fob. Come on, Nell; art thou . to 5 thyſelf ge 
Lad. Yes, I thank you; L wonder what Lail'd: this 
cunning man has put powder in wy drinks. op oer: 
ai iy. 161 22037 nd ans | 
Jab. Powder! the brewer put avoid 25 of 


of walt init} thatioall.{ bet, quoth flic ? ha, h, ba! 


q Lady. I never was ſo hin all the days of my life. 
J Was ſo 1111 No, nor I hope nel er will be fo again, 
to Put me ta the trouble of ſtrapping you ſo devilithly. 


Lady. I'll have that right - hand cut off for that, rogue. 


4 ide, ]—You was unmergiful to bruiſe me ſo. 

a. Well, I'm going to Sir John Loverule's; all his 
tenants are invited. There's to be rare feaſting and re- 
velling, and open houſe kept for three months. or 

3 85 Lady. 


EN 


Si 


— 
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Lady. Huſband, ſhanꝰt I go with you? 
What the devil ails thee: now. Did not tell 
thee but yeſterday, I would ſtrap thee en; to 80 
and art thou at it again, withva pon? 
Lady. What does the villain mean by ſtrapping, and 
ey; ? [ Aftde;). 
Job. Why, I have bern matried but fx werks; and 
you long to make me a cuckold already. Stay at home 


and be hang'd: there's gbodieald-pie an the c d; 
bat 1Þrrulb ches no more ith wi r hu ey. 

(Fug | 3 [Ext. 
1 Wall, Pl not be r a Tod. Sure: 1 ſhalÞ 


get ſome of my own family to-know me; they cant be 
all in this wicked le [Said 


2 Yar +4 


: 
= 


Scans, 8 Sha 4392 
K. 3 Joh ant Company. enter. ' 8 


abu ys Alx Duetto. | | 
Sir Job. Was ever man poſſett of (bal {roms 
S8o ſweet, ſo kinda wife! 
Neil. rr . Sir, you make me proud · 
| Be you but kind. 12 
And you ſhall find ola „ar ar 
A the cod L eatt bbalb of + A. 
1 bell aden eben As ++ 7.9 a 
Sir 745 Give me thy lips: 26-87 w 7 
| s - 5 N Sir, "I 'em: | 
ir John. as ever ſo ſweet a wife! King 
Nell. Thank you, dear Sir! £ he 
| I vo and proteſt - + hi i 
Laber was ſo kit: don 13G 
Again, Sir Þ 6 bw 1 ft AAAS) 
Sir ir Jon 38 and again, my deareſt : 
O map it laſt for Hife! 4 fi 
nw] joy thus: to-enfold-thee! ! a 
Nell. What pleaſure to behold chat 
ale * 1 '- Inclin'd again to Miss? 
Sir. Ho raviſhing the bliſ ???: 
Mell. Little thought thiis morning! / daz def 
Tuould ever come to this. D cab 
n TOUTE 2682. 43-1667 37-4 


- — 9 


[ ng 
1. | 
'3\ ; oat! * 


* 
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IBF Enter Lady. 1. 
1 Lag. Rane a fine rout and kat You; ſirrah, 


Butler! you rogue ! 
But. Why, how now! who are you? 


Lady. Impudent varlet! , Don't you kiow your 


Lady ? 
But, Lady! 


doors. 
= Lady: You raſcal—take that, firrah. 


0 [[Flings a glaſe at Fr 


et. Have a care, huſſey, there's a good pump 
_ without; we ſhall cool your courage for you.” 

74 You, Lacy ! have you forgot me .too, you 
menx 

Lucy. Forgot you, woman ! Why, I never remem- 
der'd you, I never ſaw you before in my life. 

Lady. Oh, the wicked flut! I'll give you cauſe to 


remember me, I will, huſſey. 
| - [Pulls her head. cloaths off, 


ucy. Murder, murder! Help! 

Jobs. How now! What ES this? 
Lag. You, Lettioe, N won't you know me 
1 + [Strikes ber. 

Let. Help, help! © 2 

Sir Jobn. Wbt to do there? n 

But. Why, Sir, here's a madwoman calls herſelf my 
lady, and is beating and cuffing us all round. 

Sir John (to Lady.) Thou my wife! poor creature, 
t pity thee——I never ſaw the before. 

Lady. Then it is in vain to expect redreſs from thee, 
thou — contriver of all m ery. 

Nell. How I am amaz d! Can that be I there in my 
cloaths, that have made all this diſturbance ? And yet 
I am here, to my —_ in theſe fine cloaths. How 
can this be? I am ſo confounded and affrighted, that I 
begin to wiſh I was with Zekel Jobſon again. 
Lady. To whom ſhall I apply myſelf, or whither can 

I Far ? Heav'n, what do I ſee is not that 1 yonder, 
wn and petticoat I wore arc 2A How can 


in my 
cannot be in two places at once? 


it be? 


Sir FJehn. Poor wretch, ſhe's ſtark mad. 
5. What, in the devil's name, was T here before 
"R$ | 


— 


Here, turn this mad woman out of 


re 
1 
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came? Let me look in the glaſs ——.Oh, Heav'ns! I 
am aſtonih's, I don't know myſelf —If this be T that 
the glaſs ſhows. me, I never ſaw myſelf before. 
Sir John, What incoherent madneſs is this? 
Enter Jobſon. | 
Lady. There + that's the devil in my likeneſs, who 
has robb'd me of my countenance, Is he here too? 
Job. Ay, huſſey ; and here's my ſtrap, you quean. 
Nell. O dear, A afraid my buſband will beat me, 
that am on t'other ſide the room there. 

Job. I hope your honours will pardon ber ſhe, was 
oat with a conjuror laſt night, and has been mad 
ever ſince, and calls herſelf my Lady Loverule. 

Sir John. Poor woman! take care of her;; do not 


hurt her ; the may be cured of this. 


ob, Yes, an't pleaſe yqur worſhip, you ſhall ſee } me 

a reſently. * Haller, do, you fee this? 
Neil. O, pray, Zekel, don't beat me. ü 
Sir ohh. What ſays my love? Does. he inf tes 


with madneſs tog? 


Nell. I am not well—pray, lead me in. 
[Exeunt Nell and aids | 
. Fob. I beſeech your worſhip” don't take it ill of me, 
Me ſhall never trouble you more. 
= n. Take her home, and uſe her kindly. - 
. Wigs will become of me ? 75 
[Exeunt Jobſon and Lady. 2 
Enter Footman. 
Foot. Sir, the Doctor who call'd here laſt ni ight, de- 
fires you will give him leave to ſpeak a word or 1 with 
% Jok ver at 8 ve MP! 
tr. Jon. t can this mean bring in. 8 
Enter Doctor. n 
Dost. Lol on my knees, Sir, I beg forgiveneſz for 4 
what. I have done, and put my life into your hands. 
Sir John. What- mean vou? 
Det. I have exerois d my magic art upon your Lady: 
I know you have too 1 honour to take away way my 
life, ſince I might have fill conceal'd it had I pleas'd. 
Sir Zebn.; You, have now, brought me to a ghmpſe of 
miſery too great to bear, Is all m V then 
turn'd into viſion onſyj? 


Vor. II. Wee Dock. 


* 
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Doct. Sir, 1 beg you, fear not; if any harm comes 
bn it, I freely give yau leave to hang me. 
Sir, John. Inform me what you haye done. 
Do. I have transform'd your lady's face ſo, that 
ſhe ſeems the cobler's wife, and have charm'd her face 
into the likeneſs of my lady's; and laſt night, when 


the ſtorm aroſe, my ſpirits convey'd them to each other's 


bed. 
Si 3 Oh, wretch, thou haſt ad me: Iam 
fallen from the eight of all my hopes, and muſt Rl be 
curſt with a tempeſtuous wife, a fury whom I never 
knew quiet fince I had her. 

Do#. If that be all, I can! continue the charm for 


both their lives. 


Sir John, Let the event be what it will, ru hang you 
if you do not end the charm this inſtant. 

Dea. 1 will this minute, Sir; and perhaps you'll find 
it the luckieſt of your life: I can aſſure you your Lady 
will prove the better for it. 

Sir John. Hold; there's one material circumſtance 
I'd know. 

Dost. Your pleaſure, Sir? 
W. Jobn. Perhaps the cobler bas Vou underſtand 


— f 14 aſſure you no; for ere ſhe was conveyed to 
his bed, the cobler was got up to work, and he has 
done _nought but beat her — Beef ; and you are like 
to reap the fruits of his labour. He'll be with you in 
a minute Here he comes. 
Enter Jobſon. 
Sir John. So, Jobſon, where's your wife? 

Fob. An't pleaſe your worſhip, * ſhe's here at the 
door: but indeed I thought I had loſt her juſt now; 
for as ſhe came into the ball, ſhe fell into ſuch a ſwoon, 
that T thought ſhe would never come out on't 3 5 
but a tweak or two b th noſe, and half a dozen ſtraps, 

did the buſineſs at la Here, where are you, houſe- 


wife? 
nter Lady. 


But. O heaven and earth ! is this my lady? 
Job. What does he wy y wiſe N to my 


Cool. 


xz 
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© Cook. AY, I thought the other was too good for 
our Lady. 


Lady (to Sir Jebn.) Sir, you are the perſon I have 


molt. offended; and here confeſs I have been the worlt 
of wives in eyery thing, but that I always My myſelf 
chaſte. If you can youchſafe once more to take me to 

our boſom, the remainder of my days ſhall joyfully be 
Lent in duty; and obſervance of your wi 


Sir Fohn.* Riſe, Madam, I do forgive you; and if 


you ane fincere in hat you ſay, you'll make me hap- 
pier than all the enjoyments in the world without you 
could do. 

Job. What a por! am 1 to loſe my wife thus? 

Euter Lucy and Lettice. 

Lucy. Oh, Sir, the ſtrangeſt accident has dene 
| has amazed us !—My lady was in ſo great a ſwoon, 
hought ſhe had been ;*25; 
t. And when ſhe came to herfalf, ſhe mou ano- 
ther woman. 

ob. Ha, ha, ha! a bull, a bull. 
ucy. She's is fo chang'd, I knew her not; 1 fever 

oe her face before. O lud, is this my lady? 

Let. We ſhall be. maul'd again. | 

Lucy. I thought our happineſs was too great to laſt. 

Lady. Fear not, my ſervants ; it ſhall hereafter be my 
endeavour to make you happy. 

Sir John, Perſevere in this reſolution, and we ſhall — 
bleſt indeed for liſfſe. 

Enter Nell. 


Nell. My head turns round, I muſt go bone. —_ 


Zekel ! are you there? 


4 - 
Job. O lud! is that fine lady my wife? Igad, I'm 
afraid to come near her. "Fas can be the . of. 


this? 
Sir Jon. This is a » happy change; and Pl have it 


celebrated with all the joy I proclaimed for my late 


ſhort-liv'd vifion. 


Lady. To me it is the happieſt day I ever knew. 
* Sir John. Here, Jobſon, take thy fine wife.” 


1275 But one word, Sir. Did not your worſhip | 


e a buck of me, vaſes the roſe? 
Sir John, No, upon "Ha honour, nor ever kiſt her 


i 


lips 


* 
— — — — — p 
- * 1 N 


— 
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lips till I came from hunting ; but ſince ſhe has been 
a means of bringing about this happy change, Ill give 
thee fiye handred pounds home with er go buy a ſtock 
of leather. 

Job. Brave boys! I'm a prince the prince of cob- 
lers! Come bither and Kifs me, Nell; U never ſtrap 
thee more. 

Vell. Indeed, Zeke, I hate been in ſo a dream, 
that I'm quite 2 of it, (to Jobſon.)— Forſooth, Ma- 
dam, will you pleaſe to take your, cloaths, and let me 


have mine again. [Ty Lady Loverule, 
Job. Hold your tongue, you fool, bey U ſerve you to 
go to church, 


[ | 
Lady. No ; thou ſhale keep them, and PI 1 w 
thine as relics. 
Job. And can your Ladyſhip forgive my Rrapping 


your honour ſo very much? 


Lady. Moſt freely. The joy of this bleffed 1 


55 ſets all things right again. 


Sir Fobn. Let us forget every thing that is pal, and 
thang of nothing but) Joy and pleaſure, _ 


AIR XVI. 9, bys, up go we. 


"Or Ia ev ry bart with ſmiles appea t, 

. y in ev*ry breaſt; 

Sake 210 a life of pain and care, 
We now are truly bleſt. 


Air John. Nay no remembrance. of paſt time 
Our preſent pleaſures foil ; | 
Be nought but mirth and joy + a oejeng, | 


. 


And ſporting all our toil. 
ob. ou?ll me leave to ſpeak 
167 i ey wegn N 
There's nonght but the devil atid this good 


/ Chuld ever tame a ſcold. git rap, 
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Fuſtce Guttle, ty Mr Taſwell. 
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; 5 "Scans, Gayleſs? s Lodgings. 
Eater Gavuess and Nene N 


| "SHARP. 
H Sir, ſnall you be married 40-thorrow?' Ek, 
I'm afraid you joke with your poor humble ſer- 
vant, _ 

Say. T tall thee, Sharp, laſt night Meliſſa conſented, 

and fixed to-morrow for the happy day. 
Sharp. Tis well ſhe did, Sir, or it might have been 
a dreadful one for us in our preſent condition: all your 
money ſpent ; your moveables ſold ; your honour almoſt 


4 it ad ruined, 
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ruined, and your humble levee almoſt ftarved; we could 
not poſſibly. have ſtood it two days longer — But if this 
young lady will marry you, and relieve us, o'my con: 
ſcience Þll turn friend to the ſex, rail no more at ma- 
| aw but curſe the whores, and think of a wife my- 
{el 

Gay. And yet, luis, when I think how I have im- 
poſed upon her, I am almoſt reſolved to throw myſelf at 
her feet, tell her the real ſituation of my affairs, aſk her 
pardon, and implore her pity. 


Sharp. After marriage, with all my heart, Sir; but 


don't let your conſcience and lionour ſo far get the bet 
ter of your poverty and N ſenſe, as to rely on ſo 
great uncertainty as a fine lady's mercy and good - 
| nature. | HEMI 22 

Gay. I know her generous temper, and am almoſt per- 
ſuaded to rely upon it. What, becauſe I am poor, mall 
T abandon my honour?” 

Sharp. Yes, you muſt, Sir, * bamdon me. So, pray, 
diſcharge one of us; for eat 1 muſt, and ſpeedily too : 
and you know very well, that that honour of Jour's will 
neither-1ntroduce you to a great man's De nor bet 
me oredit for a ſingle becf-ſteak, - 

Cay. What can I do? 

Sharp. Nothing, while honour ſticks in your throat. 
Do, gulp, maſter, and down with it. 

Gay. Prithee leave me to my thoughts, 

Sharp. Leave you! No, not in ſuch bad company, 
I'll affure you. Why, you muſt certainly be a very great 
philoſopher, Sir, to muralize and declaim fo charmingly 
as you do, about honour and conſcience, when your 
doors are beſet with baaliffs, and not one ſingle guinea 
in your pocket to bribe the villains, 

Cay. Don't be witty, and give your advice, ſirrah. 

Sharp. Do you be wiſe, * take it, Sir. But to be 
ſerious, you certainly have ſpent your fortune, and out- 
hy d. your eredit, as your pockets and my belly can te- 

ify. Your father has diſown'd you; all your friends 
forfook you, except myſelf, who am ſtarving with you. 
Now, Sir, if you marry this young lady, who as yet, 
thank heaven, knows nothing of your misfortunes, and 
by yet means procure'a dener B than 87 you 

. a 


hy hh 45 ay 


a, -y 


at leaſt purchaſed diſeretion with t. 
Sharp. Pray then convince. me of that, Sir, and make 


no more objections to the marriage. You ſee I am re- 


duced to my waiſtcoat already; and when neceſſity has 
undreſsd me from top to toe, ſhe muſt begin with you, 
and then we ſhall be forced to keep houſe and die by 
inches. Look you, Sir, if you won't refolve to take 
my advice, while you have one coat to your back, I 
muſt eben take to my heels while I have ſtrength to run, 
and ſomething to cover me, So, Sir, wiſhing you much 
comfort atfd conſolation with your bare conſcience," I 


am your moſt obedient and half-ftarv'd friend and fer-- 
e e ee [Ceing. 


vant. | | 
Gay. Hold, Sharp, you won't leave me? 
Sharp. J muſt eat, Sir; by my honour and appetite, 
I muſt, a ; 182 710141 ts | 
Gay. Well, then, I am reſolv'd to favour the cheat; 
and as I ſhall quite change my former courſe of life; hap- 
py may be the confequences: at leaſt of this T am ſure 


ſent. | | 
Gay. Ca knocking without.) Who's there? 


Sharp. Some of your former good friends, who favour- . 


ed you with money at fifty per cent. and helped you to 
ſpend it, and ate now become daily memento's to you of 
the folly of truſting rogues, following whores, and laugh- 
ing at my advice. Es ts $ 
Gay. Ceaſe your impertinence! to the door! If they 


are duns, tell em my marriage is now certainly fix'd, . 


and perſuade em till to forbear a few days longer, and 
keep my circumſtances a ſecret, for their ſakes as'well as 
my own, | n nn ; 
Sharp. O never fear it, Sir: they ſtill have fo much 
friendſhiy, for you, not to deſire your ruin to their on 
diſadvantage. Aer 006 00s 9 Rd SHO 
| Gay. And do you hear, Sharp, if it ſhould be any 


body 


THE LYING VALET. gr 
ſquander'd away, make a good huſband, and turn œco- 
nomiſt, you {till may be happy, may ftill be Sir Wil- 
liam's heir, and the lady too no lofer by the bargain, 
There's reaſon and argument, Sir. | 

Gay. Twas with that proſpe& I firſt made love to 
herz and _ my fortune has been ill ſpent, I have 

ed 54 = 


Sharp. That you can't be worſe than you arc at pre- » 


— 
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body from Meliſſa, ſay I am not at home; leſt the bad 
pearance we make here ſhould make em ſuſpect ſome. 


thing to our diſadvantage... ** 
Sharp. I'll obey yon, Sirz— but I am afraid they will 
eaſily diſcover the conſumptive ſituation of our affairs 


by my chop-fallen countenance. [Exit Sharp. 


Gay. Theſe very raſcals who are now contanually dun- 


ning and perſecuting me, were the very perſons who led 
me to my ruin, partook of my proſperity, and profeſs'd 
the greateſt friendſhip. POET A 


Sharp. ( without.) Upon my word, Mrs Kitty, my 


maſter's not at home. | | 4 
%% (without. Lookee,: Sharp, I muſt and will ſce 
im. e ae, | | 8 
Gay. Hal. what do L hear? Meliffa's maid!. What has 
brought her here? My.poverty has made her my enemy 
too She is certaifily come with no good intent No 
friendſhip there without fees She's coming up ſtairs.— 

What muſt I do? — I' get into this cloſet and liſten. 


F Euter Sharp and Kitty. 


Kitty. I muſt know where he is, and will know too, 


Mr Ipertisen ese 7h ot 

Sharp. Not of me ye won't. [A4/ide.]—He's not 
within, I tell you, Mrs Kitty; I don't know myſelf. 
Do you think I can conjure? 


Kit. But I know you will lie abominably; therefore 


| don't trifle with me. I come from my miſtreſs Meliſſa 


you know, I ſuppoſe, what's to be done to-morrow 
mares; bo; heads wel ie bits ions he 

Sharp. Ay, and to-morrow night too, girl. 

Kit. Not if I can help it. Aide. But come, where 
is your maſter? for ſee him I muſt. ene, 

Sharp. Pray, Mrs Kitty, what's your opinion of this 
match between my maſter and your miſtreſs? 

Kit. Why, I have no epinion of it at all; and yet 
moſt of our wants will be reliev'd by it too: For in- 
Nance now, your maſter will get a good fortune; that's 
what I'm afraid he wants: my miſtreſs will get a huſ- 
band ;. that's what ſhe has wanted for ſome time : you 
will have the pleaſure of my converſation, and I an op - 

"+ *>6 | | portunity 


[Exit Gayleſs. * 
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portunity of breaking your head for your imperti- 
nence. 

Sharp. Madam, I'm you moſt humble ſervant. But 
I'll tell you what, Mrs Kitty, I at poſitively againſt the 
match; for was I a man of my maſter's fortune— 

Kit. You'd: marry if you could, and mend it Ha, 
ha, ha ! Pray, Sharps: where does your maſter's eſtate 
lie? 

Gay. Oh the devil what a queſtion was there! 

Ale. 

Sharp. Lie! lie! why. it lies—faith, I N name any 
particular place, it lies in ſo many. His effects are di- 
_ ſome here, ſome there; his ſteward hardly knows 
himſel 

Kit. Scatter d, ſcatter'd, I ſuppoſe. But harkęe, Sharp, 
what's become of your furniture? You ſeem to be a little 
bare here at prefent. | 

Cay, What, has ſhe found out that too? F Afeae. 

Sharp. Why, you muſt know, as ſoon as the wedding 
was fix d, my maſter order'd me to remove his into 
h friend's houſe, to make room for a ball which he de- 
ſigns to give here the day after the marriage. 

Kit, The luckieſt thing in the world! for my miſtreſs 
deſigns to, have a ball and entertainment here to-night 
_ the marriage ; and e wh buſineſs Nr 
maſter... 

Sharp. The devil it $1 2007+. f. ar. 

Kit. She' U not have it public; the defigns to invite 
only eight or ten couple of friends. 

harp. No more? | 

Kit. No more: And ſhe order'd me to „ defire your 
maſter not to make a great entertainment. 

Sharp. Oh, never . | . 

Kit. Ten or a dozen little nice things, with ſome fruit, 
| believe, will de enough in-all conſcience. 

Sharp. Oh, curſe your eonſcience! © - [Afpiae. 
: ay And what do you think I have done of my own 

ea 

Sharp. What ? 

Kit. I have invited all my Lord Stately's ſervants to 
come and ſee you, and have a dance in the Kitchen ; $4 
Won't your maſter be ſurpriz'd! | 

8 Sharp. | 
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Sharp. Much ſo indeed! 

Kit. Well, be quick and find out your maſter, and 
make what haſte you can with your preparations : you 
bave no time to loſe. —Prithee, Sharp, what's the mat- 
ter with you? I have not ſeen, you for ſome. time, and 
you ſeem to look a little thin. B 
Sbarp. Oh my unfortunate face! LA. 121 m in 
f ws _ health, thank you, Mrs Kitty; and I'll af. F 

ure you I haye a very E's ſtomach, never better i in all b 
my life; and 1 am as full of vigour, huſſey— 

[Offers to kife her. F 
3 What, ** that face! Well, bye, bye, ee | 
—Oh, Sharp, what ill looking fellows are thoſe were 
ſtanding about your door when I came in? they want 
your maſter too, I ſuppoſee. ( 
Sharp. Hum — Yes, they: are waiting = bim. 8 ; 
They are ſome of his tenants. out of the SPROUT that h 
want to pay him ſome money. ; 
Kit. Tenants! What, do yo fot. his tenants Rand j in 
the ſtreet? 
Sharp. They, chooſe i it: as as they ſeldom + come to ow 
they are willing to ſee as much of it as they can, when 
they do: they are raw, ignorant, honeſt people. 
it. Well, I muſt run home: farewel But do you 
hear, get ſomething ſubſtantial for us in the kitchen— 
a ham, a turkey, or what you will e be very 
merry; and * to remove the tables and chairs away 
there too, that we, may have room to dance: I can't 
bear to be confin'd in my French dances; tal, lal, 1al, 
[dancing. ]—Well, adieu! Without any compliment, I 
ſhall die if I don't fee you ſoon. FExit Kitty. 
Sharp. And without any PIER I r heav'n 
90 „ 20 

Enter Gayleſs. 
[They hook for fone time ua at each other. ] 

\ Gay. Oh, S 6 

Sharp. Oh, oy 

Gay. We are certainly undone! 

Sharp. That's no news to me! 

Gay. Eight or ten couple of dancers Ten or a dozen 3 
little nice diſhes, with ome fru my Ae Stately's Wa 
ſerrants—ham and turkey! | 25 

arp 


— 


„ pI or v 


— 
, 


'$ 
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| Sharp. Say no more; the very ſound creates an appe- 
tite; and I am ſure of late I have bed no occahion for 
whetters and provocatives. ' 

Gay. Curs'd misfortune! What can we do? 

Sharp. Hang ourſelves; I ſee'no other remedy, ex- 
cept you have a receipt to give a ball and a [ Tupper with- 


out meat or muſic.” 
Gay. Meliſſa has ce beard of my bad rea 
ſtances, and has invent. this ſcheme . mn e 


break off the match. 


Sharp. I don't believe it, Sir; begging your par- | 


ne l 


Gay. No? oy did her maid-then make ſo ric an 


inquiry into my fortune and affairs? 

Sharp; For two very ſubſtantial reaſons : the ert, to 
ſatisfy a curioſity natural to her as a woman; the ſecond, 
to have the pleaſure of my converſation, "wy, vatural to 
her as a woman of taſte and underſtandi 

Gay. Prithee be more ſerious: Is not our all at take? 


Sharp. Yes, Sir; and yet that all of ours is of ſo little 


conſequence, that a man, with'a very ſmall ſhare of phi- 
loſophy, may part from it without much pain or. uneaſi - 


nefs. However, Sir, I'll convince you in half an hour, 


that Mrs Meliſſa knows nothing of your circumſtances; 


and PI tell you what too, Sir, ſhe ſhan't be here to- 
night, and yet you ſhall marry her to- morrow wares 


Gay. How, how, dear Sharp? 


Sha - "Tis here, here, Sir! Warm,” warm; and de- 


lays wi Loot i ic: therefore III away to her, and do you 
be as merry as love and poverty will permit u- 

Would yon ſucceed, a faithful friend depute, 

Whoſe head can plan, and front can execute. 
I am the man; and I hope you neither r my wo 
ſhip nor qualificati6ris. | 

Gay. Indeed I don't. 7 be gone. 


Sharp, I r. Eren. 


; 


Sees, Melime, Late v 
Enter Meliſſa and Kitty. 
Mal: You | Curpeite me, Kitty! The Wa not at 


bome the man in confulion—as furniture in the houſe 


0 | —and 


— — — — — 4 ä 
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—and echt fellous about the doors: a a 
riddle, 

Kit. But very eaſy to be e 

Mel. Prithee explain it then, vor keep me longer i in 
e | 

Kit. The affair is this, Mat. Mr Gayleſs is over 
head and ears in debt ; you are, over head and ears in 
love; you'll marry him to-moxtow.z the next day your 
whole fortune- goes to his creditors, and you and your 
children are to live comfortably upon the. e. 

Mel. I cannot think him baſe. 

Lit. But I know they are all baſe. You tre very 
young, and very ignorant of the ſex; I am young too, 
but have more experience: You never was in love be · 
fore; T have been in love with an hundred, and try'd em 
all; and know em to be a parcel of barbarous, perjured, 
deluding, bewitching devils. 

* Mel. The low wretches you have had 89 05 with 
may anſwer the character you - em "uy bly Gay: 


Kir. Is a man Madam. 9 

Mel, 1 hope fo, Kitty, or dene 
with hiw. 

Kit. With all my el have given you my ſenti· 
ments pon the occaſion, and ſhall * reren 
inclinations. 

Mel. Oh, Madam, I ana much obliged to you for your 
great condeſcenſion, ha, ha, ha! However, I have ſo 
great a regard for your hs, that had 1 certain/proofs 
of his villainy— 

Kit. Of his poverty you may have a \ hundred: Lam 
ſure I have had none to the contrary. 

Mel. Oh, there the ſhoe pinches. 22 
' Kit. Nay, ſo far from giving me the uſual perquiſites 
of my place, he has not ſo much as kept me in temper 
with little endearing civilities ; and one might reaſon- 
ably expect, when a man is deficient in one way, that 


he ſhould make it up in another. 


[ Knockin without. 

Miel. See who's at the door. ad Kitty. ]J— I muſt 
be cautious how I hearken too — ne * mo 
a 4 i 4 15 
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bad opinion of Mr Gerteſs un, to ariſe from bis difre- 
garde of ber. "v7 3. 
Beer Sharp and Kitty: * Pe 

* a have you found your maſter? wir things 
be ready for the ball and entertarament? 

To your wiſhes, Madam. I Rave juſt now be · 
ſpoke the muſic and ſupper, and wait now for jour Lady 


| hip commands. 


My eomplimenty to your den” and let him. 
know; I and my company will he with him by fix'; we 
deſign to drink tea and play at cards before we dance. 


Kit. S ſhall I and my company, Mr Sharp. 
2 


 Shayp. hty well, Madam! 
Mel. Prithee, Sharp, what makes you come without 
coat? T too cho to go ſo airy, Tore. 


' Kit! Mr Sharp, Madam, 'iv of u very hot conflitation, 


ha, kay he! 
Sharp. If it had been ever fo cool, I have had enough 
to warm me ſince I came from home, Pm fare ; but no 


matter for that. of 44 [Sighing . 


Met. What dye mean? 


Pray don't aſſe me, Madam; I beſeech you, 


Sharp. 
don't: let 8 ſubſect. 
N laſiſt upon knowing it, Madam —— My curiofity 


mult be-ſatisfied, or 1 ſhall burſt. [. 


Mal. I do inſiſt upon knowing ——Ow paiw af N 
Fanny, tell me— 


6h If my maſter fhouk? know—T mult not tell 
by honour, he never 
* Shi. Bot can your Ladyſhip infore feerecy fo hae ; 


Madam, indeed. 
Met. 1 promiſe you, upon 


Wall. 


quarter? 


0 eee 


"Met Fe for her. 
Sharp. 


"Meh Don't trile with me. 


mycoat in defence of * reputation. 


Vor. II. 1 1 LES - 


then in ſhot, Madam—1 cannot tell 


e, Thin Ense you will bass i, Madom—+1 lead 


— 


— — CU "a - _ —_ — 
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. Mel. In defence of m 
Sharp. I will aſſure 2 


done for my own; see,; Fi 15 bx 
Mel. Prithee explain. | 
Sharp. In ſhort, Madam, you was 64m about a oak 


ago to make a viſit ts my maſter alone. 8 


Mel. Alone! my ſervant was with me. | 
Sharp. What, Mrs Kitty? So much the worſe z for 
ſhe was looked upon as,my property, and oh was ue 
in Fer well as you and my + gs | Ih 16-63-2334 
it. ur pro ert Ackana pe? 
Mel. Wie all erf "AP 
Sharp. Why, Madam, as I came out but now. to 


make preparation for you and your company to-night, 


Mrs Pry- about, the attorney's wife at next door, calls to 
me; Harkee, fellow, ſays ſhe, do; you, and your modeſt 


maſter know, that my huſband ſhall indict 225 houſe at 


the next pariſh meeting, for a nuiſance?. Av 
Mel. A nuiſance! ,.. | 
Sharp. I ſaid fo—A nuilance! 1 n none in the 
neighbourhood live with more decency and regularity 
than I and. my maſter—as is really the, caſe—Decency 
and regularity! cries ſhes with a ſncer—why, ſirrah, docs 
not my window look into your maſter's bed-chamber ? 


and did not he bring in a certain lady ſuch, a day? de- 
{ſcribing you, And did not I ſee· g- 


Mel. See! ſcandalous! what? 4 les, e 
_ Sharp. Modeſty requires my filence. it * 
Mel. Did not yougntradict her? 
Sharp. Contradict Wr ! Why, I told her I was fure 
ſhe ly'd: for, zounds! ſaid I, (for I could not t help ſwear- 
ing), I am ſo well convipced;of the lady's and my ma- 
ſter's prudence, that I am ſure, had they a mind to amuſe 


| themlelycs, they would certainly have drawn the window- 


curtains. | 
Mel. What, did you ſay nothing elſe ? Did not, you 


convince her of her error and impertinence? 
Sharp. She ſwore to ſuch things, that. I could do n0- 


thing but ſwear and call namegz upon which, out-bolts 


tier d a enen in _ 


RO ZECE 7177 767 © 2 5 t 385 
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| xy 155 uber d hy 
much in defence of it! hien i more Wan I would Foe ; 
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and fell upon-me with luch violence, that, being half de- | 


A I made a full confeſſruunmn. 
Mel. A full confeſſion! What did you confeſs? " 
Sharp. That my maſter loy'd fornication ; that you 


had no'averſion to it; that Mrs Kittygras a Yall! 2s 


Wise 


your humble ſervant a pimp: | 
Kit. "A bavwd! « bawd! Do l look like a bawd, 


dam? ni 41 


Sharp. And ſo, Madam: in the ſcuffle, my ont was 


torr to pieces as well as your reputation. 
Mel. And ſo you Jin d to make me imer 


Sharp For heaven's ſake; Madam; what could I ao? 


His proofs fell ſo thick upon me, as witneſs” my head, 
[hewing hir head plaſter? d, ] that l would have given up 
all the maidenheads in the Mete rather than have 
my brains beat to a jelly. 

Mel. Very well !—but I'll be revenged—And did not 
you tell your maſter of this? 
Sharp. Tell him! No, Madam. Lad 1 told Rim, is 


love is ſo violent for you, that he would certainly have 


murdered half the attorneys in town by this time. 


Mel. Very we- Bat! D — bot to go to out ; 


maſter's to-night. pp 
ol hav. Heben, and my impulenee be praiſes! 2 
Kite" Win nor, Madam? if you ure wr gilty; face 
your'uocuſers wor | wu ö [2 4660 

Sharp. Oh the dei iwd l Tal, )-=To be 
ſures face em by all means, Madani-—=They'can but 


be abnſive, and break the windos al little: Beſides, 922 
Madam, I have thought of a way to make this affair 


quite diverting to you — I have a ſine blanderbuſs, 
charg'd with half! a — lugs and my Maſter has a 
delicate latge'Swiſs- broad ſword; and between us, Ma- 


dam, we ſhall ſo pepper and 2 OR * 


with laughing. 1 

nel Whatz at murder? 
Kir Don't fear, Madam, there will be yo wurde 
Sharp's concern d. 


\ 


Sharp. Murder, Madam! Tin ſelf-defence. ' Beſides, | 


in theſe fort of ſkirmiſhes; there are never more than two 


or three kill'd: for luppoling they bring the Maes... ; 
Db ng 12 ; 


3 | 


— , — — — — — — . * N 
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def militia upon us, down but with a brace of them, and 
away fly the reſt of the covey. 


Met. Perſnade me ever ſo wack, 1 won't gol that's 
my reſolution. 


Lit. Why, then, I'll tell you what, Madam; face 
you are reſolved%not to go to the Tupper, ſuppoſe the 
ſupper was to come to you: *Tis great pity ſuch prepa- 
rations as Mr Sharp has made ſhould be thrown away, 

Sharp. So it is. as you fay, Mrs Kitty. But I can im- 
mediately run hack, and unbeſpeak what I have order dz 
tis ſoon done. 

Mel. But then what ele 1 "2908 your maſter? 


he I be very uncaſy at my not coming. 
Sharp. Ob terribly ſo !—but, I have 1—1⸗1 tell bim 


pou are very much out of order that you were ſuddenly 


taken with the vapours or qualms, or what you pleale, 
Madam. 


Met. I'll leave it to you, Sharp, to.make my apology; 
and there's ne. for you to kelp your inven 
n. 


| Sharp. Half-a-guinea ri ſo long luce! had any 
thang to do with money, that J fearccly know the eur 
rent coin of my own country. Oh, Sharp, what talents 


haſt thou? to ſecure thy maſter, deceive his miſtreſs, 
＋＋ her chambermaid, 100 yet be paid for thy honeſty! 
my joy will diſoover me e. Madam. you 

have + kh fix'd Timothy 8 molt obe dient 
- komble ferrant—Ok che delights of impudence and a 
good underſtanding! Exit dbarp. 

Kit. Ha, ba, ha! was there ever uch a ying varlet! 
with his ſlugs and his broad ſwords, his attorneys and 
broken heads, and nooſenſe! Well, Madam, are you ſa- 
tisfied now? Do you want more proofs? 

AHel Of your vey tory Dux 1 fd yow re re 
ſolv'd to gire me none. | 14.4 

Kit. Madam! - F 

Met. I ſee through your little mean add ng 
endeavouring to lefen Mr Gayleſs in my opinion, be 
_— he nog not 22 you for ſervices he had no, occaſion 


Kit. Pay me, Madam! I am fare I have very little 


„ a oem r v=#Dm RVA. 
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occaſion to be with Mr Gayleſs for not 
me, when 1 — — practice. Paying 
Mel. Tis falſe: n a man of ho- 
nout, and er i 86707 et ILY 
Kit. Not in love, I thank heav n! [Curthyings 
Mel. You are a fool. | 
Kit, 1 have been in love; but I am much wiſer now. 
Mel. Hold your tongue, impertinence ! 
Lit. That's the ſeverelt gs ſhe has ſaid ret 
\ 1 molt 4 1 11 en: 17 LATE 14 11 n N LA 
Mel Leave me. babe! 1 
Ain. Oh this love, this love, o the deyif Af 
W 166 nt den Hin ane LRur Kitty: 
Mel. We the ebene to our fervants, make 
them our confidants; put em upon an equahty with us, 
and ſo they become our adviſers——Sharp's behaviour, 
though T ſeem'd to diſregard it, makes me tremble with 
apprehenſion; and thougt I have pretended to be an- 
gry with Kitty for hey advice, 1 think it « too much 


e bs hy Wan Ret a 
Nn gott ad blu Enter 1 | "7 #19 | 
I, May peaks; Mas ß 
Mel Don't be u fool What do you want? 
Kit There is a ſervant 15 come out of the country, 
ſays he belongs to Sir William Gaylefs, and has got a 
letter for you from” his maltey . very urgent buſi- 
neſs," th vat 2 t I 
Mel. Sir William oe: J "What can this R 


Where is the man? 
u In the little parlour, Mtn, 4344 2b" eb 
Mel. TY 80 to him My — * ſtrangely. 
c N 31 [Exit Meliſſa. 


Kit. Oh women; — fooliſh woman f ſhe'll cer- 
tainly have this Gayleſs ; nay were ſhe as well convinc'd 
of his poverty as | am, ſhe'd have Mm. A ſtrong doſe 
of love is worſe that one of rataſta; when it once gets 
into our heads, it trips up our heels, 400 then good night 
to diſcretion. Here is ſhe going to throw a ay fifteen 
thouſand pounds; upon what ? Faith, little better, than 
nothing. He's a man, and that's all—and, N n 
knows! mai. ider ſmall r I 


4 (1000 13 1. * * ' Be 
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Be this advice purſu*d by each fond mad, 
Ne'er flight the ſubllance for an empty ſhade: , 
Rich 42 9 85 ſparks alone ſhovid pleaſe and charm ye; 
"ICONS ſpouſe col i gol ahnmmn re. 


ACT * 


Enter Gayleſs ont Sharp. 


Rirusz be ſerious, Sharp. Halt thou real 
"at P e Hel E 
* . To our „ \ In ſhort; I have managed 
buſineſs with ſuch Kcil} and dexterity, that neither 

Naw — * nor my veracity are ſuſpected. 

Gay. But how haſt thou excuſed me from the ball and 
entertainment? 

Sharp.. Beyond enpectation, Sir—But in that parti 
cular, was obliged to have recourſe to truth, and de- 
clare the real fitnation of your affairs. I told her, we 
had ſo long diſuſed ourſelves to dreſſing either dinunen 
or ſuppers, that I was afraid we ſhould be but aukward 
in our preparations. In ſhort, Sir,—at that inſtant a cur- 
ſed knawing ſeized my ſtomach, that I could not help 
telling her, that both you and myſelf ſeldom make a 
good meal, now-a-days, onee in a quarter of a 

Gay. Hell and confufon! have you betray'd me, . 
lain? Did you not tell me this moment, ſhe did not in 
the leaſt ſuſpect my cireumſtancee: 

Sharp. No more e did, Sir, till I cold SA 

t Very well; and was this your Till and dexte- 
Fit 
Sharp. I was going to 3 but you won't hear 
| reaſons my melancholy face and piteous earration had 


ſuch an c&& upon r e 


forgives all that's paſt. 
Gay. Does the, Sharp? - | 
Sharp. Yes, and defres never — in; 
and, e farther evaſideraion for fo doing, te be ſen 
you balf-a-guinea. {Shows the money. 
E, Vo donate, frond ity nul e 
Sharp. Vo it, it; 
2 W you have undont me! 


Sharp: 


„ Ser = ww 
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Sharp. What, by bringing yon money, when you are 
EN in the whole world | Well, well, 
then, to make yon happy again, lt keep it myſelf; and 
wiſh ſomebody would; take it in their head to load me 
with ſuch misfortunes. { Puts up the money. 

Gay. Do you laugh at me, raſcal ? 

Sharp. Who deſerves more to be laughed at? ha, ba, 
ba! Never for the future, Sir, diſpute the ſucceſs of 
my negociations, when even you, who know me ſo well, 

can't belp fwallowing my hook. Why, Sir, I could 
bave played with you backwards and forwards at the 
end of my line, till I had put your ſenſes iuto ſuch a 
fermentation; that you ſhould not have known in as 
hour's time whether you was a fiſh or a man. 


| Grp. Why, what . all this you kane been telling 


„en A downright tic from beginning to-tnd... 
Gas. And have you really excuſed me to her 
Sharp. No, af bu I.bave per ee Ni Segen to 

make her excuſes to you ; und inſtead of a confederacy 
Wer ay tepid eee wr 3 yr g 
brought me over to put the deceit upon you- A 

Gay. Thou excellent fellow! | 

Sharp. Don't loſe time, but flip out of the houſe im · 
mediately:; the back way, I believe, will be the ſafeſt 
for you, and to her as faſt as e end vaſt ſure 
— — 
the pleaſure of her company | here here to-night You weed 
know no mort; 


away. 
'Gep. But mhat bal we 40, Sharp? Here's her e 


Sharp. The devit te-is—— with 1 could poiſon | 
* dm 049 wet wn . f ye . 


aer Kitty. / ; 
Kitty. Your door was open fo1 4d v0 fad upow 


ceremony. 
4 ine to hear your miſrla is ken fs ſad 
1. | andy iv 6 


Ait. — — 
omens, that's ally but IL fnppoſe Mr B bas made 
her excuſed. ; 


Gaye 


debarr'd ou 
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Gay. And tells me I can't have the pleaſure of her 

company to- night. I had made a ſmall preparation; 
but tis no matter: Sharp ſhall go to the'reſt of the 
company, and let them know tis put off. 
- - Kit. Not for the world, Sir: my miſtreſs was * 
fible you muſt have provided for her and the reſt of the 
company; ſo ſhe is reſolved, tho ſhe can't, the other 
ladies and gentlemen - ſhall partake of your Nn 
ment: ſhe's very good nature 

Sharp. I dad better run and bt em know tis 0 
ferr d. s | V feu de ' | Going, 
_ Þ. Kitty( — him.) 1 ede with dem already, 

and told em my miltreſs infilts upon their coming, and 
they have all-proamiſed'to be here: ſo pray don't be un- 
der any apprehenſions that your preparations will « 
thrown away. 

Cay. But as I can't have her company, Mrs Kitty, 
will be a greater pleaſure to me, and = greater com- 
phliment to her, to defer our mirth: beſides, I can't en- 
30 any thing at preſent, and ſnhe not partake of it 
Kit. Oh, no, to be ſurez- but what can i do? My 
maltoela will have it fog: and Mrs Gad-about, and the 
reſt of the company, will be here in a _ So; 
there are two or three coachfuls of em. 

Sharp. hen my maſter muſt be eee, in ae of 


ef hah rid ius ber 1 8 1 Off . LAlide. 
ö Gay. (at to Sharp.) vi. alliover Sharp. 5740 $1: 
Sharp. L know-itz Sir. I, \ endl 


Gay. I ſhall go ditraQed ; what ſhall L do?: 
: Sharp. Why, Sir, as our rooms are a little out of fur- 
niture at preſent, take em into the captain's that lodges 
here, and ſet em down to cards: if he ſhould bonne in 
che mean time; Ill excuſe you to him. 

Kit. 1 have diſconcerted their affairs, I find; VI 1 
ſome ſport with em. Pray, Mr Gayleſs, don't order 
100 many things: they only make you a friendly vifit ; 
the more ceremony, you know, the leſs welcome. Pray 
Sar, let me intreat you not to be profuſe. If I can be 
of ſervice, pray command me; my miſtreſs has ſent me 
on purpoſe: while Mr Sharp is doing the buſineſs with- 


- RR mRNA withi. 1 1e 11 
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me the keys of your ſide-board, ( Sharp), I'll diſpoſe 
of your plate to the beſt advantage. 


Sharp. hank you, Mrs Kitty; but it ze difpated of 
alrt ad L Aneching at the door. 


4 
Kit Bleſs me, the company's come Fu go to the 
door and conduct em u £421 preſence. 
ty. 


PR 
5 If you'd conduct em into a and 
wait of em there yourſelf, we ſhould be more oblige 
to you. | 


Gay. I can never ſupport this. | 
Sharp. Rouſe your ſpirits, and put on an air of gaiery, 
and I don't deſpair of bringing you off yet. 1 3; 
Gay. Your words have done it effect 
Enter Mrs Gad-about, * her daughter and. Sack” Mr 
Guttle, My Trippet, and Mrs Trippet. | 
Gad. Ah, my dear Mr Gayleſs! { Kiffes bire. 
Gay. My dear widow ! | LA., ben. 
Gad. We are come to give you 
Sharp. Vea never was more 


Aide. 
Cad. 1 dee brought ſame company here, Ibeb 2 is 
not well known to you; and 1 proteſt I have been alt 
about the town to get the little f have“ Prifly, my 
dear —Mr Gayleſs. my daughter. 


Car And as haidfome in her nec 


thave a a bnſband ſhortly, my dear. 

« Prify. I'll aſſure you I dent deſpair, Sir 
Gad. My niece to. c. 
N. e 1 by ber eyes ſhe belongs 


'3 


Lone, THY 
v1 


to you; i: 


Gad Mr Guile, Sity Mr Gayleſs ;—Mr ones. 5 


Juſtice Gutdle. 
Harp. Oh, deftrudtion!. one of the quoram. - 
Gut., Hem! Th 1 bad got the honour of any 

perſonal knowledge of you, yet at the inſtigation of Mrs 

Gad-abont, I have, without any previous acquaintavce 

with you, throw'd nſide all ceremony, to let you kao 

that I joy to hear the ſalemnization of your mien! is 
fo near at hand. 
. 7 Eee I. cannot auler you wath the ſame 


i 4 — 
* =- 


— 
4 


—_— 


[ 
| 
p 
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| J however wa I thank you aver the ſame 
Rent» wo 

Cad. Mr and: Meu!Vidþpet, Sir; 100 pere kdy 
In the world for your purpoſe, for agg) dance for four 
and twenty hours together. 7 N 

Trip. My dear Charles, I am very — with you, 


faith; ſo near marriage, and not let me know, twas 


| barbarous :- you thought, I ſuppoſe, I ſhould rally you 
upon it; but dear Mrs Prippet here has long ago era» 
dicated all my antimatrimonial principles. 
Mrs Trip. 1 nen ey Mr N mo don't be ſo 
obſcene 9 
Kit. Pray, ladies, l hits * next room; Mr 
Sharp can't lay his cloth till you are ſet down to cards. 
Cad. One thing I had quite forgot, Mr Gayleſs : my 
nephew, whom you never ſaw, will be in town from 
France preſently ; ſo l left word to ſend = here im- 
mediately to make one. 
Gay. You do me honqur, dem, vie ths 
2 Do the ladies chooſe cards or the 2 958 
' Gay. Supper ! what does the fellow mean ? 
Gat. Oh, the fupper'by all means for I nen 
1 to ſignify fince dinner. 
© Sharp. Nor I fince lalt Monday * a fortnight.” 42 
| A 
* Gay. Pray, ladies - walk into the No room: der 
get things ready for 2 and call the muſie. 
Sharp. Well faid//Maftter.. 7 + 
Gad. Without ceremony, ladies. CR Ladies. 
Kit. I' to my miltreſs; and let her know every thing 
1s re for her appe earance. [Exit Kitty. 
* 4 uttle and Sharp. | 
Gut. 8 Mr — your name, don't be long with 
ſupper: But harkes, what cad I do in the mean time ? 
Suppoſe you get me a pipe and ſome good wine, 1 1 try 
to divert myſelf that way till ſupper's read. 
Sharp. Or ſuppoſe, Sir, you was to take a bs till 
| * there's a very eaſy couch in that cloſet 
© Gut. The beſt thing in the world; I'll take your 
advice; but be ſure po wake me when ſupper i is ready. 
1% uit Gutile. 
3 can Fay Hear n you may not wake till _— 
t 


promiſed him my aſſiſtance, ; hut his affairs are in ſo; 
dſperate a way, that I am afraid tis out of my {kill to 


recover him. Well, fools have fortune, ſays an old 5 


verb, and a very true one it is for my maſter and 


two of the moſt unfortunate mortals in the creation. 


- 111 Eater Gayle. 
Gay. Well, Sharp, J. have ſet, em down to cards 3 
and now what have you to propoſe? 


Sharp. TL have-one, 82 left, which i in 41 probab'- % 


lity may ſueceed- good eitizen, overloaded with 
his laſt meal, ig Engl nap ig that cloſet, in order to 
get him an appetite for Foe, * Zuppaſe, ward we oe: 
make him treat us. 7 
Gay. I don't underſtand you. | 
Sharp. I'll pick * pocket, my provide 11 a fupper 
with the booty. 
Gay. Monſtrous ! bor BY, conſidering the 3 


* * # i% 
rt : 


of it, the danger of n him makes 1 it impracticable! 


Sharp. If he wakes, Ill ſmother bim, and lay his 
death to indigeftion—a very n en among * 


juſtices. 


Gay. Prithee be ſerious; we feat no time: to loſe : 
can you invent nothing to drive em out of the Wee! 

Sharp. I can fire i it. c 04 . 

Gay. Shame and confuſion ſo perplex me, I cannot 
give myſelf a momentꝰ's . 1 801 


Sharp. I have it; did not due Gad-abou fay die 


nephew; would be here? 
Gay. She did. 


Sharp. Say no more, bot in to 83 company : if I | 
don't ſend, em ont of the houſe, for the night, Pll at 
leaſt 2 their ſtomachs away; and if this ſtrata- 


gem fails, JN relinquiſh, politics, ee my N 
landing no better than my neigh on nat) 
1 How ſhall I bee thee, 2 41 


to convince, your — yo ou are not _ blind whimſical 
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What a fine ſituation my maſter is in at preſent 1 have 


Fhore they take you z but ley” em ſee, by your : aſ- 
biting 


— —  R — 
. — 


— — — —— — — — 
— — — — 2 — — 


— 
. 
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Oiſting me, that men of ſenſe, as welt as fools, are ſome. 
times intitled to your favonr and of br — 80 


much for prayers now for a 
ar and cries aut] Help, 
ra ladies ? 3 
elp! — 
Enter Mr Gayleſs and the Lade-: with 3 in their 
handy, and Sharp enters ranteng: * meets” em. 
Cay. What's the matter? 
- Sharp, Matter, 'Sir - if you don't rar this minute 
- with that gentleman, this lady's n will be mur. 
der d: I am ſure it was he; he was fet upon at the cor- 
ner of the ſtreet by four ; he has kill'd two; and if you 
don't make haſte, he'll be either A or took to 
Felten. 5 
Cad For Heaven's fake, FARO run to his aſ- 
ſiſtance. How I tremble for Meliſſa! This frolic of her's 
may bc ln Van am _[4fice. 
Gay. Draws Sir, and follow me. 1% nen 
| [Exit Gay. and Gad. 
- Trip. Not 1; 1 don't care to run myſelf into needleſi 
quarrels; I have ſuffered too much formerly by flying 
into paſſions: beſides, I have pawn'd my honour to Mrs 
. Trippet, never to draw my fword again; and in her 
preſent condition, to break my wary might have fatal 
ences, © 
Sharp. Pray, Sir, dow 1 yourſelf; che young 
gentleman may he murder'd by this time. 
Trip. Then my aſſiſtance will be of no ſervice to him: 
ns go to oblige you, and look on at a di- 
ce 


' Mrs Trip. ee gn faint, Mr Trippt if you 


w. 
ier Guttle, Arb from leb. 
Gut. What noiſe and . ir this 
Sharp. Sir, there's a man murder'd in the ſtreet. 
S 
pper down—A ague 
ſnan't recover my ſtomach this — s; 
rer and Gad. about, with Meliffa in boy's. 
| e dreſſed w_ MEAT nog 


work; and a he. [Goes 
ps maſter h . 
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Gad. Well, but wy dear Jemmy, you are not hurt, 


ſure? \ 

Mel. A little with riding poſt only. 

Gad Mr Sharp alarm'd us all with an account of your 
being ſet upon by four men; that you had kill'd two, 
and was attacking the other when he came away; and 
when we met you at the door, we were running to your- 
reſcue. 

Mal. 1 had a ſmall-rencounter.with half a- dozen vil- 
lains; but finding me reſolute, they were wiſe enough 
to take to their heels: I believe! ſcrateh'd ſome of em. 

| [Laying ber hand to her FRI. 

Sharp. His vanity has ſav'd my credit. I have a 
thought come into my head may prove to our advantage, 
provided Monſieur's ignorance bears wy proportion to 
his impudence. [ Afede. 

Gad. Now my fright's over, let me introduce ou, 
my dear, to Mr Gayleſs Sir, this is my nephew. 
„. A Fx. * I ſhall be proud of your 

dſhi 

Mel. 1 dow't doubt but we ſhall be better acquainted: 
in a little time. | 

Gut. Pray, Sir, what news in France? | 

Mel. Faith, Sir, very little that I know of in the po- 
| litical way: I had no dime to ſpend among the Fon : 
cians. I was 

Gay. Among the ladies, I ſuppoſe, 

Mel. Too much indeed. Faith, I have not kiloſo- 
phy enough to reſiſt their ſolicitations ; you take me. 

[To Gayleſs afide. 

Gay: Yes, to be a moſt incorrigible fop: *sdeath, this 

puppy's impertinence is an addition to my miſery. 
[Afite to Sharp. 

Mel. Poor Gayleſs ! to what ſhiſts is he reduced? 1 
cannot bear to fee him much longer in this condition; I 
ſhall diſcover myſelf ' ' ' [Ade to Gad- about. 

Gad., Not before the end of he beſides, the 
more his pain 7 _ 4 Nr nN 1. when relie- 
ved from it. 

Trip. Shall we return to our cards? I have a ſans 
prendre here, and mult inſiſt you play i it _u 18 208 

Ladies: F 3 EIS 

* II. K | - Meh 
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Mel. Alons donc. [As the company goes out, Sharp 

pulls Meliſſa by — 1 £ 
Sharp. Sir, Sir! Shall I beg leave to ſpeak with you? 

Pray, did you find a bank-note in your way hither? 
Mel. What, between here and Dover do you mean ? 

2 1 No, Sir, within twenty or thirty yards of this 

oule. ; | $3 £48 
Mel. You art drunk, fellow. £ 
Sharp. I am undone, Sir, but not drunk, Ill aſſure 


: Mel. What is all this? ut wht) £1 | 
Sharp. I'll tell you, Sir: A little while ago, my ma- 
ſer ſent me out to change a note of twenty pounds; 
but I unfortunately hearing a noiſe in the ſtreet of, 
Daman-me, Sir, and claſhing of ſwords, and Raſcal, and 
Murder, I. runs up to the place, and ſaw four men up- 
on one: and having heard you was a mettleſome young 
gentleman, I immediately concluded it muſt be you; 
1o ran back to call my, maſter; and when I went to look 
for the note to change it, I found it gone, either ſtole 
ar loſt; and if I don't get the money immediately, 1 
ſhall certainly be turned out of my place, and loſe my 
character 11 | | | | 

Mel. I ſhall laugh in his face, [ Afde. ] —— Oh, I'II 
ſpeak to your malter about it, and he will forgive you at 
my interceſſion a | 

Sharp. Ah, Sir, you don't know my: maſter, 

Mel. I'm very little acquainted with him; but I have 
heard he's a very good-natured man. 

Sharp. I have heard ſo too; but I have felt it other- 
wiſe : he has ſo much good-nature, that if I could com- 
pound for one broken - head a day, I ſhould thin“ myſelf 
very well off. | 5 | 

Mel. Are you ſerious, friend? l | 

| Sharp. Look ye, Sir, I take you for a man of ho- 
nour; there is ſomething in your face that is generous, 
open, and maſculine ; you don't look like a foppiſh ef- 
feminate tell-tale ; ſo. Il venture to. truſt you —Sce 
here, Sir, [ /hows his bead], theſe are the effects of my 
maſter's good - nature 
Mel. Matchleſs impudence ! ¶Aſide.]J Why do you 
live with him then after ſuch uſage? 1 
7 7 | 8 i : arp. 
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Sharp. He's worth a great deal of money; and when 
he's drunk, which 'is commonly once a-day, he's very 
free, and will give me any thing: but I deſigu to e 
him when he's married, for all that. 

Mel. Is he going to be marrled then? 

Sharp, To- morrow, Sir; and between you and I, he'll 
meet with his match, both for humour and ſomething 
elſe too. 

Mel. What, the drinks too? 

Sharp. Damnably, Sir ; but mum—Yow muſt aide 
this entertainment was deſign'd for madam to · night; but 
ſhe got ſo very gay after dinner, that ſhe could. not walk 
out of her own houſe: ſo her maid, who was half gone 
too, came here with an excuſe, that Mrs Meliſſa had got 
the vapours; and ſo ſhe had indeed violently, here; here, 
Sir. C Pointing to his head. 

Mel. This is ſcarcely to be borne [A/fde.] —Melifla ! 
I have heard of her; they ſay ſhe's very whimſical. 

Sharp. A very woman, an't pleaſe your honour; and, 
between you and I, none of the mildeſ and wiſeſt of her 
ſex—But to return, Sir, to the twenty pounds. 

Mel. I am ſurpriſed, you who have got ſo much mo- 
ney in his ſervice, ſhould be at a loſs for twenty poange 
to fave your bones at this juncture. | 

Sharp. I have put all my money out at intereſt; I ne- 
ver keep above five pounds by me; and if your honour 
would lend me the other fifteen, and _ my note for 
it. Knocking. 

Mel. Somebody” s at the door. 
Sharp, I can give very good ſecurity [ Knocking. * 
Mel. Don't let the people wait, Mr 


Sharp. Ten pounds will do. LKnocſting. 
Mel. Allez vous en. . 
Sharp. Five, Sir. Hiocting. 


Mel. Fe ne puis pa. 

Sharp. Je ne puijs pas !—T find we ſhan't underſtand 
one another; I do but loſe time; and if 1 had any 
thought, I might have known theſe young fops return 
from their travels generally with as little money as im- 
provement. Exit Sharp. 

Mel. Ha, ha, ha! what lies does this fellow invent,. 
and what * does he commit, for his maſter's-ſer- 

K 2 vice! 
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vice! There never, ſure, was a more faithful ſervant to 
his maſter, or a greater rogue to the reſt of mankind, 
But' here he comes again: the plot thickens; I'll in and 
2 Gayleſs. [Exit Meliſſa, 
Enter Sharp before ſeveral perſons with diſhes in their 
** ands, and a cook drunk. 
Sharp. Fortune, I thank thee ; the moſt lucky acci- 


dent! [¶Aſide.] —This way, gentlemen j this way. 


Cool. I am afraid I have miſtook the houſe. Is this 
Mr Treatwell's? Y F 
55 . The ſame, the ſame: What, don't you know 
me 7 
Cook. Know you!—Are you ſure there was a ſu 
beſpoke here? « d m— 
| Sharp. Yes, upon my honour, Mr Cook; the com- 
ny is in the next room, and muſt have gone without, 
had not you brought it. PII draw a table. I ſee you 
Have brought a cloth with you; but need not have 
done that, for we have a very good ſtock of linen—at 
the pawnbroker's, BY [Afrde.— 
| [ Exit, and returns immediately drawing in a table. 
Come, come, my boys, be quick ; the company began 
to be very uneaſy; but I knew my old friend Lick-ſpit 
ucre would not fail us. 
Coco. Lick-ſpit! I am no friend of your's; ſo I defire 
leſs familiarity : Liek-ſpit too! _ ego 
Enter Gayleſs, and ſtates. 
Gay. What is all this? 
Sharp. Sir, if the ſight of the ſupper is offenſive, I 
can eaſily have it remove. [Aide to Gayleſs. 
Gay. Prithee explain thyſelf, Sharp. 
Sharp. Some of our neighbours, I ſuppoſe, have be- 
Tpoke this ſupper; but the cook has drank away his me- 
mory, forgot the houſe, and brought-it here: however, 
Sir, if you diſlike it, I'll tell him of his miſtake, and 
ſend him about his buſineſs. ' 8 
Gay. Hold, hold; neceſſity obliges me, againſt my 
inclination, to favour the cheat, and feaſt at my neigh- 
bour's expence. 
Cook. Hark you, friend, is that your maſter? 
Sharp. Ay; and the beſt maſter in the world. 
Cook, P11 ſpeak to him then—Sir, I have, according 


to 
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to your commands, dreſs'd as ports ſupper as my art 
and your price would admit 0 ; | 

Sharp. Good again, Sir; 'tis * for. 

[Afide to Gayleſs. 

Gay. I don't in the leaſt queſtion your abilities, Mr 
Cook; and I'm obliged to you for your care. | 

Cook. Sir, you are a gentleman—And if you would 
look but over the bill, and approve it, [pulls out a * 
you will over and above return the obligation. 

Sharp. Oh the devil? 

Gay. (looking on a bill. Very well, Pll-ſend my man: 
to pay you to-morrow. 

Cook. I'll ſpare him the trouble, and take it with me, 
Sir I never work but for ready ee 

Gay Ha! 

Sharp. Then you won't have our cuſtom, —[ Afide. — 
My maſter is buſy now, friend: Do you think he won't 
pay you? 

Cook. No matter what I think; either my meat or - mye 
money. 

Sharp. *T'will be very ill. convenient for him to pay: 
you to=night, 

Cook. Then Im afraid it will be ill-convenient to pay” 
me to-morrow; fo, d'ye hear 

Enter Meliſſa. 
| Gay. Prithee be advis'd: death, I ſhall be diſcover'd; 
[Takes the Cook afide: 

Mel. (to Sharp.) What's the matter? 

Sharp. The cook has not quite anſwer'd my maſter's: 
expectations about the ſupper, Sir, and he's a little an · 
gry at him; that's all. 

Mel. Come, come, Mr Gayleſs, don't be waedfyy a 
bachelor cannot be ſuppoſed to have thisgs.u in the utmoſt 
regularityz we don't expect. it. 

Cook. But I do expect it, and will na it. 

Mel. What does that drunken fool ſay? 

Cook. That I will have my money, and I won't ſtay 
till to-morrow—and, and - 

Sharp W runs and flops his nouth.)—Hold, hold! what, © 
are you doing? Are you mad?: 

Mel. What do you ſtop the man's breath for? 

Sharp.” Sir, he was going to call you names. Don't 

pr Wo: K 3 . 5 be- 
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be abuſive, Cook ; the gentleman is a man of honour, 
a ſaid nothing to you: pray be pacify'd, you are in 
vor. 
2050 I will have my - . 

Sharp (holding till.) Why, I tell you, fool, you miſ- 
take the gentleman; he's a friend of my maſter's, and 
has not ſaid a word to you. Pray, good Sir, go into 
the next room; the fellow's drunk, and takes you for 
another. You'll repent this when you are ſober, friend. 
Pray, Sir, don't ſtay to hear his impertinence. 

Gay. Pray, Sir, walk in— He's below your anger. 

Mel. Damn the rafcal! What does he mean by af- 
fronting me?: Let the ſcoundrel go, I'll poliſh his 
brutalicy, I warrant you. Here's the beſt reformer of 
manners in the univerſe. [Draws his fword;]—Let him 
go, I ſay. 

Sharp. So, ſo, you have done finely now— Get away 
as faſt as you can; he's the moſt courageous mettleſome 
man in all England ——Why, if his paſſion was up, he 
could eat you——Make your eſcape, you fool. 

Cook. I won't —Eat me! hel find me damn'd hard of 
digeſtion though — yt. 8 
| Sharp. Erithee come here; let me ſpeak with you. 

Nee [ They walk aſide. 
Enter Kitty. 


Kit. Gad's me, is ſupper on the table already ?—Sir, 
defer it for a few moments; my miſtreſs is much 

better, and will be here immediately. - 

Gay. Will ſhe, indeed? Bleſs me- did not expet— 
but however—Sharp! ” 
Kit. What ſucceſs, Madam? [A/ede to Meliſſa. 
Mel. As we could wiſh, girl—but he is in ſuch pain 
_and perplexity, I can't hold it out much longer. 
Kit. Ay, that holding out is the ruin of half our 


Sharp. I have pacify'd the cook; and if you can but 
borrow twenty pieces of that young prig, all may go 
well yet: you may ſucceed, though I could not. Re- 
member what I told you—about it ſtraight, Sir— 

Gay. Nr, Sir, [to Meliſſa], I beg to ſpeak a word 
with you? My ſervant, Sir, tells me he has had the 

- misfortune, Sir, to loſe a note of mine of twenty ous 
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which I ſent him to receive—and the banker's ſhops be- 
ing ſhut up, and having very little caſh by me, I ſhould 
be much obliged to you if you would favour me with 
twenty pieces till to-morrow, \ 

Mel. Oh, Sir, with all my heart, [taking out her 
purſe]; and as I have a ſmall favour to beg of you, Sir, 
the obligation will be mutual. 1 
Gay. How may I oblige you, Sir? - 

Mel. You are to be marry'd, I hear, to Meliſſa, 

Gay. To-morrow, Sir. 

Mel. Then you'll oblige me, Sir, by never ſeeing her 
again. | 
IR Do you call this a ſmall favour, Sir? 

Mel. A mere trifle, Sir Breaking of contracts, ſuing 
for divorces, committing adultery, and ſuch like, are 
all reckon'd trifles now a-days; and ſmart young fel- 
lows, like you and myſelf, Gayleſs, ſhould be never out 
of faſhion. 

Gay. But pray, Sir, how are you concern'd in this 

ir? p . 8 — , 

Mel. Oh, Sir, you muſt know I have a very great re- 
gard, for Meliſſa, and indeed ſhe for me : and by the bye, 
I have a moſt deſpicable opinion of you; for, entre nous, 
I take you, Charles, to be a very great ſcoundrel. 

Gay. Sir! 

Mel. Nay, don't look fierce, Sir, and give yourſelf 
airs—— Damme, Sir, I ſhall be through your body elſe 
in the ſnapping of a finger. | 

Gay. I'll be as quick as you, villain! 

e214 Draws and makes at Meliſſa. 

Kit. Hold, hold, murder! you'll kill my miſtreſs— 
the young gentleman, I mean. 

Gay. Ah, her miſtreſs! [Drops his ſword. 

Sharp. How! Meliſſa! —nay, then, drive away cart 
all's over now. | F „e | 

Enter all the Company i | 
Gad. What, Mr Gayleſs, engaging mk Meliſſa be- 
fore your time? Ha, ha, ba! | > 
Kit. Your humble ſervant, good Mr Politician [re 
Sharp.) This is, gentlemen and ladies, the moſt cele 
brated and ingenious Timothy Sharp, ſchemer-general 
and redoubted *ſquire to the moſt renowned And fortur 
| ' + nate 
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nate adventurer Charles Gayleſs, knight of the Woful 
Countenance : Ha, ha, ha !—Ohb that diſmal face, and 
more diſmal head of yours. 
[Strikes Sharp won the head, 
Sharp. *Tis cruel in you to diſturb a man in his laſt 
agonies. 

Mel. "Oe Mr Gayleſs!—What, not a word? You 
are ſenſible I can be no ſtranger to your misfortunes x 
and I might reaſonably expect an excuſe for your ill 
treatment of me. 

Cay. No, Madam, ſilence is my only refuge; for to 
endeavour to vindicate my crimes, would ſhow a greater 
want of virtue than even the commiſſion of them, 

Mel. Oh, Gayleſs! *twas poor to impoſe upon a wo- 
man, and one that lov'd you too! | 

Gay. Oh moſt unpardonable; but my neceſſities — t 

Sharp. And mine, Madam, were not to be match'd, h 
I'm ſure, o'this fide ſtarving. 


4 


Mel. His tears hive ſoftened me at once Your ne» 
ceſſities, Mr Gayleſs, with ſuch real contrition, are too b. 
powerful motives not to affect the breaſt already preju- W. 


dic'd in your favour —— You have ſuffer'd too much al- 4 
ready for your extravagance; and as [| take part in your 
| ſufferings, 'tis eaſing myſelf to relieve you: Know, fo 
therefore, all that's paſt I freely forgive. ; 

Gay. You cannot mean it, ſure? 1 am loſt in won- vi 
der!. ot] 
el. Prepare yourſelf 6 more wonder Vou have 

another friend in maſquerade here. Mr Cook; pray f 
throw aſide your drunkenneſs, and make your ſober ap- Wl 6c: 
pearance—Don't you know that face, Sir? 

Cook. Ay, maſter, what, have you forgot your friend 
Dick, as you us'd to call me? 

Gay. More wonder indeed! Don't 2755 live with my 
father? 

Mel. Juſt after your hopeful ſervant there had left me, 
comes this man from Sir William with a letter to me; 
« upon which (being by that wholly convinced of your 
© neceflitous condition) I invented, by the help of Kitty 
© and Mrs Gad-about, this little plot, in which your 
friend Dick there has a@ed miracles, reſolving to teaſe 
you a little, that you might have a greater * a 

_ > 3 nappy 
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« happy turn in your affairs.“ Now, Sir, read“ that 


letter,“ and complete your joy. 

Gay. [reads.] ! Madam, I am father to the unfortu- 
« nate young man, who, I hear by a friend of mine, 
(that by my deſire has been a continual ſpy upon him), 
« is making his addreſſes to you: if he is ſo happy as 
« to make himſelf agreeable to you, (whoſe character I 
« am charm'd with), I ſhall own him with joy for my 
« ſon, and forget his former follies. 

7 60 I am, Madam, : | | 
| % Your moſt humble ſervant, _, 
A „ WiLLiAn Garuiess,” 

% P. . 1 will be ſoon in town myſelf, to congratu · 
« late his late reformation and marriage. | 
Oh, Meliſſa, this is too much: Thus let me ſhow my 
thanks and gratitude, [Aneeling, ſhe raiſes bim]; for 
here *ris only due. 5 a 

Sharp. A reprieve! a reprieve! a reprieve! | 

K 1 have been, Sir, a moſt 383 to you; 
but ſince you are likely to be a little more converſant 
with caſh than you have been, I am now, with the 


— ſincerity, your moſt obedient friend and humble 


ervant. And I Sir, all former enmity will be 
forgotten. | 14 12 
Gay. Oh, Mrs Pry, I have been too much indulged 


with forgiveneſs myſelf, not to forgive leſſer offences in 


other people. 

Sharp. Well, then, Madam, ſince my maſter has vouch- 
ſafd pardon to your handmaid Kitty, I hope you'll not 
deny it to his footman Timothy. | 

Mel. Pardon! for what? 


Sharp. Only for telling you about ten thouſand lies, 


Madam; and, among the reſt, infinuating that your 
Ladyſhip would— = | , oy 

Mel. I underſtand you; and can forgive any thing, 
Sharp, that was deſign'd for the ſervice of your maſter; 
and if Pry and you will follow our example, I'll give 
her a ſmall fortune as a reward for both your fidelities. 

Sharp. I fancy, Madam, twould be better to halve 
the ſmall fortune between us, and keep us both fingle ; 
for as we ſhall live in the ſame houſe, in all probability 


we may taſte the comforts of matrimony, and wr Fu 
| | trou 


ut 
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ba with its inconveniences —— What ſay your 
itt 
15 Kit. Do you hear, Sharp: before vou talk of the 
 coniforts of matrimony, taſte the comforts of a good 
dinner, and recover your fleſh a little; do, puppy. 
Sharp. The devil backs her, that's certain; ; and Iam 
no match for her at any weapon. 
Mel. And now, Mr Gayleſs, to ſhow 1 hive not pro- 
vided for you by halves, let the muſic prepare themſelves, 
and, with the approþation' of the company, we'll have a 


dance. 
All. By all means a "Jace. 


Gut. By all means a er ſapper tho". 


Sharp. Oh, pray, Sir, have ſupper firſt, or Lm furs 


I ſhav't live till the dance is finiſt'd. 
Gay. Behold, Meliſſa, as ſincere a convert as ever 
truth and beauty made. 'The wild impetuous fallies of 
my youth are now blown over, and a moſt leaſing calm 


of perfect happineſs { ſucceeds, 


Thus Etna's flames the IR ith te 
But milder heat makes drooping nature bloom: 
So virtuous love affords us ſpringing joy, 
Whilſt vicious CLE as * burn, deſtroy. | 
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er Pm a lying eG as; 
And yet look round t 2 and you ⁊vill fee 5 
ow many more, my n lie as faſt as me. | | 

» A 27275 this vice we all are ever railing, | 

6 5.0 — 17 fo tempting is it #0 preva ili To 4 

I find but ſew without this « ful ailing, 

19 or Abigail, my Lord or wilt 

The lie goes round, and the balls. never ftill. 

My lies were harmleſs, told to ſbowo my parts ; 

And not like thoſe, wwhen tongues belie their hearts. 

In all profeſſions you will 2 d this flaw; 

And in the graveft too, in Phyſic and in Law. 

_ The gouty Serjeant cries, wit formal dauſe, 

Tour plea is good, my friend, don't flarve the cau 
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But then 7 Lord decrees for t'other fide, * 
2 


ur [our coſts of ſuit convince you———that be ty d. 

4 Doctor comes with formal wi and face, 

Firſt feels your pulſe, then thinks, and knows your eaſe 2 
be « Your fever s flight, not dung rot, I aſſure you 
dd Nec warm, and repetatur hauſtus, Sir, will ture you.” | 
Around the bed; next day bis friends are crying : 

The patient dies, the Dodtor's paid for lying. 

The Pact, willing to ſecure the Pit, Nei! 

| Gives out, bis play bas humour, taſte, and wit : 

J- The cauſe comes on ; and, while the judges try, 
8, Each groan and catcal gives the bard 12 lie. 

New let us aſk, pray, what the Ladies do: 

They too will fib a little, entre nous. # 
Lord, ſays the Prude, {her face behind ber fan }, 
* How can our ſex have any joy in man 

A for my part, the beſt could ne er deceive me ; 
re 4.4 were the race extinct, 'twould never grieve me. 
* Their fight is odious ; but their touch 0 Gad! 
« The thought of thats enough to drive one mad.” 
Thus rails at man the ſqueamiſh Lady Dainty ; 

Vt vuedi, &f fink ve, a nale of twenty, 

Is fbort, a Beau's intrigues;\a Lover's firhs, © 
The Courtier's promiſe, the rich'Widow's cries, 
And Patriots zeal, are ſeldom more than lies. 
Sometimes you'll ſee a man belie his nation, 

Nor to bis country ſhow the leaft relation. 

For inſtauce noww=—— 

A cleanly Dutchman, or a Frenchman grave, * 
A ſober German, or a Spaniard brave, 


An Engliſhman a coward or a flave. : 


Mine, though e was an hong art; A N 
bo 1 ſerv'd my maſter, play d a faithful part: _ , _ 
Kank me not therefore — the lying crew ; dag HY. 
For though my tongue wa falſe, my heart was true. 
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Goow-wẽ¹¾ ꝛ l L ſolus. 
ELL, it is to me ſurpriſing, that out of the mul- ye 
| titudes who feel a. pleaſure in getting an eſtate, 
few or none ſhould taſte a ſatisfaction in beſtowing it. 
Doubtleſs a good man muſt have vaſt delight in reward- 
ing merit; nor will I believe it fo difficult to be found, q 
I am at preſent, I thank Heayen and my own induſtry, N 
worth a good L. 10,000, and an only 1 both I 
which I am determined to give to the moſt worthy of 2 
my poor relations. The tranſport I feel from the hope 1 
# making ſome honeſt man happy, makes me amends 
for the many weary days and ſleepleſs nights my riches , 
have coſt me. I have ſent to ſummon 'em. The girl « 
have bred up under my own eye; ſhe has ſeen nothing, . 
knows nothing, and has conſequently no will but mine. 
I have no reaſon to doubt her conſent to whatever choice 
I hall make. How happily muſt my old age flide 
4 . : | | away, 
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away, between the affection of an innocent and dutiſul 
child, and the grateful return I may expect from a ſo- 
much obliged . — ! I am certainly the happieſt 
man on earth. Here ſhe comes. Bs 35: Dd ©-27 

Pe Enter Lucy. 
Lucy. Did you fend for me, papa? | 
Good. Yes; come hither, child. I have ſent for you, 
to mention an affair to you, which you, I believe, hate 
not yet thought of. OE es pen te. 
Lucy. I hope it is not to ſend me to a boarding - 
ſchool, papa. TT he een 
* God. 1 hope my indulgence to you has been ſuch, 
that you have reaſon to xrggard me as the beſt of fathers. 
I am ſure I have never deny'd you any thing but for your 
own good: Indeed I have conſulted nothing elſe: It is 
that for which I have been toiling theſe many years; for 
which I have deny'd myſelf every comfort in life; and 
from which I have, from renting a farm of L. 300 a. year, 
amaſſed the ſum of L. 10,000. | a9 
Lucy. I am afraid you are angry with meg papd. +7 
Good. Be not frighten'd, my dear child, you have done 
nothing to offend me. But anſwer me one queſtion 
What does my little dear think of a huſbaude 
Lucy. A huſband, papa! O la! 30 1 
Good. Come, it is a queſtion” a girl in her ſixteenth 
2 may anſwer, Shou'd you like to have à huſband, 
ucy | | be i | ö ö 
Lucy. And am I to have a coach)! 
- Good, No, no; what has that to do with a huſband? 
Lucy. Why, you know, papa, Sir John Wealthy's - 
daughter was carry'd away in a coach- by her huſband ; 
and I have been told by ſeveral of our neighbours, that 
I was to have a coach when I was married. Indeed I 
have dreamt of it a hundred times. I never dreamt of 
a huſband in my whole life, that I did not dream of a 
coach. I have rid -abont in one all night in my fleep 
and methought it was the pureſt thing !—— 5 = 
Good. Lock upa girl as you will, I find you cannot 
keep her from evil counſellors. [Afide.J—I tell you, 
child, you muſt have no coach with a huſband. . | 
Lucy. Then let me have 5 coach without a huſband. . 


. 
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Good. What, had you rather have a coach than a 


huſband ? £29 | 
Lu. Hum—l don't know that—But if you'll get 
me a coach, let me alone, I'll warrant I'll get me a huſ- 


band, 


> ADA, Thomas, I cannot. 
Do you, papa, but find a coach, | 
And leave the other to me, Sir; 
For that will make the lover approach, 
And I warrant we ſhan't diſagree, Sir. 
No ſparks will talk 
To girls that walk, 
I've heard it, and I confide in't; 
Do you then fix 
| My coach and ſix, 
I warrant I get one to ride in't, to ride in't, 
I Warrant, &c. 8 | 


Geed. The girl is out of her wits, ſure. Huſſey, who 
put theſe thoughts into your head? You ſhall have a 
good ſober-huſband, that will teach you better things. 
- Lucy. Ay, but I won't though, it I can help it; for 
Miſs Jenny'Flant-it ſays, a ſober huſband is the worſt 
ſort of huſband in the world. 

' Gord. I have a mind to ſound the girl's inclinations. 
Come hither, Lucy; tell me now, of all the men you 
ever ſaw, whom ſhou'd you like beſt for a buſband? 

Lucy. O fy, papa, I muſt not tell. T0 

: Good. Yes, you may your father. L. 
Lucy. No, Miſs Jenny ſays. I muſt not tell my mind 
to any man whatever. She never tells a word of truth 
to her father. | 
| Good. Miſs Jenny is a wicked girl, and you muſt not 
regard her, , "Come, tell me the truth, or I ſhall be 
. din! W | 

Lucy. Why, then, of all the men I ever ſaw in my 
whole life-time, I like Mr Thomas, my Lord Bouncc's 
footman, the beſt, a hundred thouſand times. 


* 


- , Good. Oh fy upon you! like a foetman? _ 


Lucy. A footman ! he looks a thouſand times more 


like a gentleman than either Squire Foxchaſe or Squire 


Tankard, and talks more like one, ay, and ſmells wy 


7 


THE VIRGIN UNMASK'D. 125 


like one to. His head is ſo prettily dreſt, done all down 
upon the top with ſugar, like a froſted cake, with three 
little curls on each fide, that you may ſee his ears as 
plain! and then his hair is done up behind juſt like a 
fine lady's, with a little little hat, and a pair of charming 
white ſtockings, as neat and as fine as any white-legged 
fowl; and he always carries a great ſwinging Rick in 
his hand, as big as himſelf, that he would knock any 
dog down with who was to offer to bite me. A foot- 
man indeed! -why, Miſs Jenny likes him as well as I do; 
and ſhe ſays, all the fine young gentlemen that the la- 
dies in London are ſo fond of, are juſt ſuch perſons as 
he is.———Icod, I ſhould have had him before now, but 
that folks told me I ſhould have a man with a coach; 
and that methinks I had rather have, a great deal. | 

Good. Lam amaz'd! But I abhor the mercenary tem- 
per in the girl worſe than all What, child, would you 
have any one with a coach? Would you have Mr Achum? 
Lucy. Yes indeed would I, for a coach. 

Good. Why, be is a cripple, and can ſcarce walk acroſs 
the oom. Kannen 


Lucy. What ſignifies that? 


AIR II. Wall Hang. 
When he in a coach can be carry'd, | 
What need has a man to go? 
That women for coaches are marry'd, 
I'm not ſuch a child but I know. 
But if the poor crippled elf 
In coach be not able to roam, 
"Why then I can go by myſelf, 
And he may e' en ſtay at home. 


unter Bliſter. 77 

Blift. Mr Goodwill, your humble ſervant. I have rid 
twelve long miles in little more than an hour. I am glad 

to {ce you fo well; I was afraid, by your meſſage 
Good. That I had wanted your advice, I ſuppoſe : 
Truly, coz, I ſent for you on a better account Lu- 
cy, this is a relation of your's you have not ſeen a great 
while, my couſin Bliſter the apothecar. 20 
_ Lucy. O la! I hope that great huge man is not to be 
my huſband. | Dns f 
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Blift. My couſin is well grown, and looks healthy. 
What aputhecary do you employ ? He deals in good 
drugs, I warrant him. | 
' Good. Plain wholeſome food and exerciſe are what ſhe 
deals in. Elie x | 

Bliſt. Plain wholeſome food is very proper at ſome time 
of the year, with gentle phyfic between whiles, - 

Good. Leave us a little, my dear Lucy. 1 muſt talk 

with your couſin.” | 

Lucy. Yes, papa, with all my heart—I hope I ſhall 
never ſee that great thing again. * (Exit, 

Good. I believe you begin to worder at my meſſage; 
and will perhaps more, when you know the occaſion of 
it. Ia thart, without more preface, I begin to find 
myſelf going out of the world, and my daughter very 
eager to come into it. I have therefore reſolv'd to ſee 
her ſettled without farther delay. I am far from think- 
ing vaſt wealth ueceſfary to happineſs: Wherefore, as I 
can give her a ſufficient competency, I have determined 


to marry her to one of my own relations, It will pleaſe 


me, that the fruits of my labour ſhould not go out of 


the family. I have ſent to ſeveral of my kinſmen, of 


whom ſhe ſhall take her choice; and as you are the fi: ſt 
here, if you like my propoſal, you ſhall make the firſt ap- 
plicat ion. S | 

Blift. With all my heart, couſin; and I am very much 
oblig'd to you. Your daughter feems an agreeable young 
woman, and I have no averfion to marriage. But pray, 


why do you think yourſelf going out of the world? Pro- 


per care might continue you in it a couſiderable while, 
Let me feel your pulſe, | | J 
Good. To oblige you; though I am in very good 
health. 5 | 
Bi. A little feyeriſh—I would adviſe you to loſe a 
little blood, and take an emulſion, with a gentle emetic 
and cathartic. 4 | 
Good. No, no, I will ſend 13 1 you 6 but 
keep your phyſic to yourſelf, dear couſin. xit. 
71 7% This 4 is L and I have 8 
never took any phyſic in his life; and yet he looks as 
well as if he had been under the doctor's hands all his 
ifetime. Tis ſtrange; but if I marry his daughter, the 


| 


— 


ſooner 
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ſooner he dies the better. It is an odd whim of bis to 


marry her in this manner: but he is very rich; and ſo, 
ſo much the better. What a ſtrange dowdy tis! No 


matter, her fortune is never the worſe. 


AIR. III. Round, round the mill. 
© In women we beauty or wit may admire; 
Sing trol, lerol: 
But ſure as we have them, as ſurely whey ü tire >, 
Oh ho, will they ſo? . 


c Abroad for theſe dainties che wiſe therefore roam 
Sing trol lerol: - "= 
And frugally keep but a plain diſh at home ; 2 


© Oh ho, do they ſo? 
Who marries a beauty, mult hate her when old 1 


* Sing trol lerol. 
But the older it grows, tlie more ee the gold 


Oh ho, is it ſo? 


Euter Lney. 8 g 
Oh, here comes my miſtreſs. What a pox: tall 1 ay. to 


her? I never made love in my life. 
Lucy. Papa has ſent me hither; but if it was not for 


fear of a boarding-ſchool, I am ſure I would not have 


come; but they ſay I ſhall be whipt there, and a huſband 
can't whip me Jet me do what I will; that's one row 
thing. 1 
Bliſt. Won't you pleaſe to fit down, conkn?: * 
Lucy. Yes, thank you, Sir. Since I muſt ſtay with 
you, I may as well fit down as not. | [ Afide. 
Bliſt. Pray, coufin, how do you find yourſelf? 
Lucy. Find myſelf? 
- Blift, Yes; bow do ye do? Let me feel your: pulſe. 
How do ſleep o'nights? 
Tucy. Ho w? why, upon my back eta 


Bliſi. But I mean, do you ſleep without Suben 


are you not reſtleſs? 
Lucy. I tumble and tofs a good deal ſometimes. 
Blit, Hum! Pray how long do you uſually lep? 
Lucy. About ten or eleven hours. 


Blift. Is your: ſtomach my Do tir eat with an ap- 
| ' petite? 
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1 N How oſten do you find i in a day any e 
to eat: N 
Lucy. Why, a good many times; but I don't 2 a 


| great deal, unleſs it be at breakfaſt, dinner, and ſupper, 


and afterngon s nunchion. 
Bliſi. Hum! I find you have at preſent no abſolute 
_ of an apothecary. 
82 I am glad to hear t- with he was gone 
with all my heart. [Afide. 
Bliſt. I ſuppoſe, couſin, your father has Wente to 


vou the affair I am come upon; muy I hope you will 


comply with him, in 0 me the happieſt man upon 
earth? 

Lucy. You need not aſk me; you know I muſt do what 
he bids me. 

Bliſi. May I then hope you will make me your huſ- 


band? 


Lucy. 1 muſt do what he'll * me. 
Blift. What makes you cry, Miſs? Pray, tell me what 


5 Is the matter? 


Lucy. No; you will be angry with me if I tell you, 


Bli/t. T angry! it is not in my power; I can't be an- 

"gry with you: Iam to be afraid of your anger, not you 

of mine; I mult not be angry wh you whatever you 
do. 


Iwill? 
Bliſ. No, my dear. 
Tuch. Why then, by qelea! I will tell aw hate 


Lucy. What? muſt not you be angry let me do what 


you, — I can't abide you. 


Bi What have J done to deſerve your hate? 
Lucy. You have done nothing: but you are ſuch a 


| great ugly thing, I can't bear to look at you; and if my 


Papa was to lock me up for a twelvemonth, I ſhould hate 
you ſtill, 
Blift. Did not you tell me juſt now you would make 
me your huſband ? 
Cy. Yes, ſo I will for all that. 


AIR IV. Now ponder avell, Kc. 


Ah, be not angry, good dear Sir, 


Nor do not tell Papa; * 
| For 


me — — © ww = a i. tc 4 
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For though I can't abide you, Sir, , 
I'll marry you——Q la! > 


Blift. Well, my dear, if you can't abide me, I canft 
help that, nor you can't help it ; and if you will not tell 
your father, I affure you I will not. Beſides, my dear, 
as for liking me, do not give yourſelf any trouble about 
that: 1t is the very beſt reaſon for marrying me; no lady 
now marries any one but whom ſhe hates; hating one 
another is the chief end of matrimony. It is what moſt 
couples do before they are marry'd, and all after it. I 
fancy you have not a right notion of a married life. I 
fappole 
hug one another as long as we live. 

Lucy. Why, an't we? . 

Bliſt. Ha, ha, ha! an't we? No! How ignorant it is! 


* 


[Ajide. ]—Marrying is nothing but living in the ſame 


houſe together, and going by the ſame name; while I 
am following my buſineſs, you will be following your 
pleaſure; ſo that we ſhall rarely meet but at meals; and 
then we are to fit at oppoſite ends of the table, and make 
faces at each other. | 
Lucy. I ſhall like that prodigiouſly—Ah, but there is 
one thing though—an't we to lie together? 
Bliſt. A fortnight; no longer. SIE 
Lucy. A fortnight! that's a long time; but it will be 
over, | N 
Bliſt. Ay, and then you may have any one elſe. 
Lucy. May I? then I'll have Mr Thomas, by goles ! 
why this is pure, 1a! they told me other ſtories. I 


thought when I had been married, I muſt have never _ 


liked any one but my huſband; and that if I ſhould, he 
would kill me : but I thought one thing though with 
myſelf, that I could like another man without letting him 
know it; and then a fig for him. | 4 

Bliſt. Ay, ay, they tell children ſtrange ſtories: I 
warrant they have told you, you muſt be govern'd by 
your huſband, _ x 

Lucy. My papa tells me fo. 

Bliſt. But all the married women in England will tell 


you another ſtory. -, 


Lucy. So they have already; for they fay I muſt =» 


you imagine we are to be fond, and kiſs, and 
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be govern'd by a huſband and. they fay another thing 
too, that you will tell me one ſtory before marriage, and 
2 afterwards; for that marriage alters a man pro- 
| Ouny, | een 5 F 
| %. No, child, I ſhall be juſt the ſame creature T 
am now; unleſs in one circumftance; I ſhall have a huge 
pair of horns upon my head. En Tt | 
. Lucy. Shall you? that's pure; ha, ha, what a comi- 
cal igure you will make! but how will you make 'em 
row? is: 5 8 
Bi. It is you that will make em grow. | 
' - Lucy. Shall 1? By goles, then I'll do't as ſoon as ever 
: can; for I long to ſee em. Do, tell me how I ſhall 
0 it. 1 | 
Bliſi. Every other man you kiſs, I ſhall have a pair of 
horns grow... | Pb 
Lucy. By goles! then, you ſhall have horns enough; 
but I fancy you are joking now. 


AIR V. B coar. 
Ah, Sir, I gueſs 
You are a fibbing creature. 
Bist. Becauſe, dear Miſs, 
You know not human nature. 
Lucy. Marry'd men, I'll be ſworn, 
, | I have ſeen without horn. | 
Bl. Ah,), child! you want art to unlock it: » 


t 


The ſecret here lies, 
Men now are ſo wiſe, 


To carry their horns in their pocket. 


Lucy. But you ſhall wear your's on your head; for ! 
ſhall like *em better than any other thing about you. 
Bliſt. Well, then, Miſs, I may depend upon you? 
Lucy. And I may depend upon you? 
Bliſt. Yes, my dear. 
2 Ah, but don't call me fo; I hate you ſhould call H. 
me ſo. 3 | | 
Bliſt. Oh, child, all marry'd people call one another ſer 
1 let em hate one another as much as they 
Wi | 
Tuch. Do they? Well then, my dear— Hum! I thiok 
there is not any great matter in the word neither. 


Bl? 


Bliſt. Why, amongſt your fine gentry, there js ſcarce 


any meaning in any thing they ſay. Well, I'll go to 


your papa, and tell him we have agreed upon matters, 
and have the wedding inſtantly. | 
Lucy. The ſooner the better, 


Bliſt. Your ſervant, my pretty dear. IF [Exit. | 


Lucy. Your ſervant, my dear. Naſty, greaſy, ugly 
fellow. Well, marriage is a charming thing though : L 
long to be married more than ever I did for any thing 


in my life: ſince I am to goyern, I'll warrant I'll do it 


purely By goles, I'll make him know who is at home 

Let me fee, Pll practice a little. Suppoſe that 
chair was my huſband; and, ecod, by all I can find, a 
chair is as proper for à huſband as any thing elſe : Now, 
ſays my huſband to me, How do you do, my dear: 
Lard, my dear, I don't know how I do! not the bet- 
ter for you. Pray, my dear, let us dine early to- day. 


Indeed, my dear, I can't. Do 'you intend to ge abroad 


to-day? No, my dear.— Then you will ſtay at bomg ?> 
No, my dear,—Shall aue ride out *—No, my dear, — 
Shall we go a-vifiting No, my dear. I will never 
do any t Sing that l | am bid, that I am reſolv'd ; and 
then Mr Thomas! O good, I net out of my wits. 


AIR VI: 30 Boll % 


La! what ſwinging lies ſome people will tell} 
I thought when another l'd wedded, 
I muſt have bid poor Mr Thomas farewel, 
And none but my buſband have bedded ; 
But I find Pm deceiv'd ; for as Michaelmas dar 
Is ſtill the forerunner of Lammas, 
Sf wedding another is but the right way 
To come at my dear Mr Ihomas. 


nter Coupee. 
Heyday! what fine gentleman 1s this? 
o Couſin, your moſt obedient and devoted humble 
ſervant 
Lucy. ] find this is one of your fre gentry, by his 
not having any meaning in his words, 
Coup I have not the honour to be known to you, 
coulinz 
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couſin ; but your father has been ſo kind to give me 


admiſſion to your fair hands. | 
' Lucy. O Gemini Cancer! What a fine charming man 


this is! 


Coup. My name, Madam, is Coupee, and I have the 


honour to be a dancing-maſter. 


Lucy. And are you come to teach me to dance? 
Coup. Yes, my dear, I am come to teach you a very 


pretty dance. Did you never learn to dance? 


Lucy. No, Sir, not I; only Mr Thomas taught me 
one, two, three. | 4s; 
Coup. That's a very great fault in your education; 


and it will be a very great happineſs for you to amend 


it, by having a dancing-maſter for your huſband. 
- Lucy. Yes, Sir; but I am not to have a dancing- 


maſter: my papa ſays I'm to have a naſty ſtinking apo- 


thecary. N | 
oy Your papa ſays! What ſignifies what your 
Papa 1a "of Wan | 


ys? 


Coup. No, no; you are to follow your own inclina- 
tions. I think if ſhe has any eyes, I may venture to 
trult em. ¶ Aſde. ] Vour father is a very comical queer 
old fellow, a very odd kind of a ſilly fellow, and you 


ought to laugh at him. I aſk pardon though for my | 


” 


freedom. 
Lucy. You need not aſk my pardon, for I am not at 
all angry; for between you and I, I think him as odd 
queer a fellow, as you can do for your life. I hope you 
won't tell him what I ſayx. | 
Coup. I tell him! I hate him for his barbarous uſage 


of you; to lock up a young lady of beauty, wit, and 


ſpirit, without ever {uffering her to learn to dance: 
Why, Madam, not learning to dance, is abſolute ruin 
to a young lady. I-fuppole he took care enough you 


' ſhould learn to read. 


Lucy. Yes, I can read very well, and ſpell too. 
Coup. Ay, there it is; why now, that's more than I 

can do. All parents take care to inſtruct their children 

in low mechanical things, while the genteel ſciences are 


neglected. Forgive me, Madam, at leaſt, if I throw 


 my* 


Lucy. What! muſt T not mind what my papa ſays? 


MA Maa coco #cou 
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myſelf at your feet, and vow never to riſe till lifted up 
with the elevating fire of your ſmiles. 


Lucy. Lard, Sir ! I don't know what to ſay to theſe i; 


| fine things—He's a pure man. [Afide. 
Coup. Might I hope to obtain the leaſt ſpark of your 
love ; the — ſpark, Madam, would blow up a flame 


in me, that nothing ever could quench. O hide thoſe 


lovely eyes, nor dart their fiery rays upon me, leſt I am 
conſumed—Shall I hope you will think of me? 

Lucy. L ſhall think of you more than I will let vou 
know. | 1 

Coup. Will you not anſwer me? 

170 La! you make me bluſh ſo, 1 Cs not what. 
to 

Coup Ay, that is s from not having learnt to dance: 
a dancing-maſter would have cur'd her of that. Let me 
teach you what to ſay, that I may hope you will conde- 
ſcend to make me your huſband. 

Lucy. No, I won't ſay that; but—— 


A 1 R VII. Tweed Side. 
O pre reſs me not, Sir, to be wife | : 
0 


a man whom I never can hate; 
So ſweet a ſine gentleman's life, | 
Should never be ſour'd with that fate. 


But ſoon as I married have been, 
 _ Ungrateful I will not be nam'd; 
Oh ſay but a fortnight, and then, 
And then you ſball—Oh, Pm aſham'd. 


Conp. A fortnight! bid me live to the age of —of 
Mr What's-his-name ? the oldeſt. man that ever 
livd. Live a fortnight after you are marrried ? No, 
unleſs you reſolve to have me, I will reſolve to put an 
end to myſelf. | 

Lucy. O do not do chat; butindeed I never can hate 
you; and the apothecary ne- no woman marries any 
man ſhe does not hate. 

Coup. Ha, ha, ha! Such mean fellows as thoſe every 
fine lady muſt hate ; but when they marry fine. gentle- 
men, they love chem as long as they live. 


Lucy, O, but I would not have you think I love 1 
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I affure you 1 don't love you: I have been told I muſt 
not tell any man I love him. 1 don't love you, indeed 
Wo Ad | ih 

Coup. But may I not hope you will ? | 

Luly. Lard, Sir, 1 can't help What yon hope; it is 
equal to me what you hope. Miſs Jenny ſays, I muſt 
always give myſelf airs to # man I like. [Afide. 
Coup. Hope, Madam, at leaſt, you may allow me: 
the cruelleſt of your ſex, the greateſt tyrants, deny not 


Lucy. No, I won't give you the leaſt crumb of hope, 
Hope indeed! what do you take me for? I'll aſſure 
you! No, I would not give you the leaſt bit of hope, 
though I was to ſee you die before my face. It is a 
pure thing to give one's ſelf airs. Gn Ras 

Conp. Since nothing but my death will content you, 
you ſhall be ſatisfy'd ev'n at that price. [Pulli out his 
litt.] Ha, curſed fate ! I have no other inſtrument of 
death about me than a fword, which won't draw. But 
I have thought of a way ; within the orchard there is 
an apple-tree; there, there, Madam ! you ſhall ſee me 
hanging by the neck. | | 


There ſhall you ſee your dancing-maſter die; 
As Bateman hang'd for love — een ſo will J. 


Lucy. O ftay La, Sir, you're ſo haſty - Muſt 
I tell you the firſt time I fee you ? Miſs Jenny Flant · it 
has been courted theſe two years by half a dozen men, 
and nobody knows which ſhe'll have yet; and mult not 
I = courted at all? I will be courted : indeed fo I 
WIII. | 

Coup. And ſo you ſhall z Iwill court you after we are 
married, | : 
- "Lucy. But will you indeed? 
Coup. Yes, indeed; but if I ſhould not, there are o- 
thers enough that would, © | 

Lucy. But I did not think married women had ever 
been courted though. | 

Coup. That's all owing to your not learning to dance. 
Why, there are abundance of women who matry for no 


other reaſon, as there are ſeveral men who never court 


any but married women. . | 
. 2 ” xd 
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Lucy. Well then, I don't much care if Ido marry 
you ; but hold, there is one er ns that does not 
much fignify. 

Coup. What 1s it, my dear? 

Lucy. Only I promis'd the apothecary juſt now; 
that's All 

Coup. Well, ſhall I fly then, and 55 _ thing i in 
rcadineſs 7 

Lucy. Ay, do; F m ready, 


Coup. One kiſs before I go, my deareſt Fer and 


now one, two, three, and away. [Exit. 


Lucy. O dear ſweet. man ! He's as handſome as an 
angel, and as fine as a lord. He is handfomer than Mr 
Thomas, and, icod, almoſt as well dreſt. I fee now 
why my father wou'd never let me learn to dance : for, 
by goles! if all dancing-maſters be ſuch fine men as this, 
I wonder every woman does not dance away with one. 
O la, now I think on't, he pull'd out his fiddling- -things, 
and I did not aſk him to play a tune upon't ; icod, he 
ſhall teach me to dance too he fhall play, and I'll 
dance; that will be pure. O ha, What's ? another 


beau ! 


| Enter Quaver. © 

Qua. Madam, your ſervant. I ſuppoſe my couſin 
Goodwill has told you of the happineſs he deſigns me. 

Lucy. No, Sir, my papa has not told me any thing 
about you. Who are you, pray? 

Qudv. I have the honour of being a diſtant relation 
of yours; and I hope to be a nearer one. My name is 
Juaver, Madam; I have the honour to teach ſome of 

the firſt quality to ſing. 

- Lucy. And are you come to teach me to ſing ? ? 

_  Bgav. I like her deſire to learn to 1 ; It is a proof 
of an excellent underſtanding [A-. —— Yes, Madam, 
I. will be proud tojteach you any thing in my power; 
and do believe I ſhall not yield to any one in the ſcience þ. 
of ſinging. 

Lucy. Well, and I ſhall he glad to learn; for 1 have 
been told I have a tolerable voice, only I don' t know 
the notes. 

Ruav. That, Madam, may be acquired; a voice 

Vor. II. M cau- 
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cannot. A voice muſt be the gift of nature ; and it is 
the greateſt gift nature can beſtow. All other perfec - 
tions, without a voice, are nothing at all. Muſic is al- 
lowed by all wiſe men to be the nobleſt of the, ſciences ; 
whoever knows muſic, knows every thing. 
Lucy. Come then, begin to teach me, for I long to 
learn. | 
. S9uav. Hereafter I ſhall have time enough. But at 
Preſent I have ſomething of a different nature to ſay to 


ou. — 
Lucy. What have you to ſay? 


„ AIR VIII. Dini Caro 
QJuav. Deareſt charmer, 
Will you then bid me tell 
What you diſcern ſo well, 
By my expiring ſighs, 

Y My doating eyes, 

1 My Nee eyes? | 
Look through th” inſtructive grove, 
| object prompts to love: 

ee how the turtles play, 
Each object prompts to love: f 
All nature tells you what I'd ſay. 


Lucy. Ocharming ! delightful ! 


Quav. May I hope you'll graut 
Lucy. Another ſong, and VII do any thing. 


Duay. Deareſt creature, 
Pride of nature! 

All your glances 

7 . - Give me trances. 


Deareſt, r. 


Lucy. Oh, I melt, I faint, I fwoon, I die! 
Quav. May IT hope you'll be mine? 
Tucy. Will you charm me fo every day? 
Qua. And ev'ry night too, my angel. 
IH! | Enter Coupee. n 
Coup. Heyday! what do I ſee? my miſtreſs in ano- 
ther man's arms? Sir, will you do me the favour to tell 
me what buſineſs you have with that lady? 2: 
„ "SS HAT. 


f * « 
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Quav. Pray, Sir, be ſo good as to tell me what buſt- 
neſs you have to aſk ? 

Coup. Sul 

Qua. Sir! 

Coup. Sir, this lady is my miſtreſs, 

Quav. I beg to be excus'd for that, Sir. 

Coup. Sir! * 


Qua. Sir! 


AIR IX. Of all the ſimple, Se. * 
Coup. Excuſe me, Sir; zounds, what d'ye mean? 
l hope you don't give me the lie. 
Duav. Sir, you miſtake me quite and clean; 
| Indeed, good Sir, not I. | 
Coup. Zounds, Sir, if you had, I'd been mad * 


ö 
|, 
But I'm very glad that 2225 don't. | 
| Buav. Do you challenge me, Sir | 
Coup. . Not I, indeed, Sir. | 
Bes. Indeed, Sir, 'm very glad on't. | N 


Lucy. Pray, gentlemen, what's the matter? I be- 
ſcech you, ſpeak to me, one of ou. , 
Coup. Have I not reaſon ? Bid 1 not ra in his 
arms ? 

Lua. And Wel de reaſon? Dia be not + hx ow 
was his miſtreſs, to my nee © * K 


nan Mol Mo: 
Lug. 7 mortal e' er ſee ſuch — fools 0 25 
ö or nothing they're going to fight; 
I begin to find men 2 * 
And both with a whiſper L'Il bite. d 
With you I am, ready to go, Sir, - - 
L 4 I'll give t'other fool a rebuff: [To Coupe. 
93 Stay you but a fortnight or ſo, Sir, 
„I warrant Pll grant FOE e [To Quar. % 
9uav., Damnation“! ; 
Coup. Hell and confuſion ! 10 


——— 
* 8 — — — 
2 P * a eo 


They draw, Lacy runs out. 
Enter Bliſter. | 
Ali. For Heaven's ſake, gentlemen, what's the mat - 
ter? I profeſs, L am MY you are both Rs | 
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Pray, Sir, give me leave to feel your pulſe ; I wiſh you 
are not light headed. 

Coup. What is it to you, Sir, what I am? 

QJuav. How dare you interfere betweek gentlemen, 

firrah ? 

Coup. I have a great mind to break by ſword about 
your-head, you dog ! 

Quav. I have a great mind to run you through the 
body, you raſcal ! 

Coup. Do you know who we are? 

Tp. Ay; ay, do you know whom you have to do 
with? 

Blift. Dear gentleman ; pray, gentlemen. OY wiſh 
I had nothing to do with you; I meant no harm. y 
Coup. = much the worſe, firrah ; ſo much the worſe, 

' 2xav. Do you know: what'it is to anger gentlemen ? 

Enter Goodwill. 

Good. Heyday 1 What, are you fencing here, gentle - 
men: 

Biß. Fencing, quotha! they bare almoſt 12 55 me 
out of my ſenſes, I am ſure. | 

Conp. I hall take another time. 

Suay. And fo ſhall J. 

Good. I hope there is no anger between you. You 
are nearer relations _ you _ ine to each other. 
Mr Quaver, you was out nglavud young; and 
| I Conpee, have liv'd all your lifetime in Lon- 

don; but I aſſure you, you ago n tet me 
introduce you to each other. 

Coup. Dear coufin Quaver ! 

Quav. Dear couſin Coupee. 

4 Bliſt. It's but a. blow and a kife with theſe ſparks 1 
nd. 

Cop. I thought there was ſomething about him. 1 
could not hurt. 

Gocd. Here is des relation too, whom you do not 
know. This is Mr Bliſter, ſon to your uncle Blifter the 
apothecary. 

Coup. I hope you will excuſe our ignorance. 

Bi. Yes, couſin, with all my heart, ſince there is 


no harm come on't ; but if you will take my advice, 
you 


ol 


" .# 
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you ſhall both immediately loſe ſome blood, and I * 
order each of you a gentle purge, ; 
© Enter Wormwoood. 

arm. Your ſervant, couſin Goodwill, How do whey 
« do, Maſter Coupee? How do you do, Maſter Bliſter 
© The roads are very dirty; but I obey your ſummons, 
« you fee. 

Good. Mr Dees this 1 is your couſin Wonnwood 
© the attorney. 

« Worm. I am very glad to foe you, Sir. I ſuppoſe, 
by ſo many of our relations being aflembled, this is a 
« family law - ſuit I come upon. I ſhall be glad to have 
© my inſtructions as ſoon as poſſible, for I mult carry 
away ſome of your neighbour's goods with. We 
© by-and-bye. 

Good. I ſent for you on the account of no law. ſule 


* this time. In ſhort, I have reſolved to diſpoſe of my 


© daughter to one of my relations: if you like her, cou- 
« fin 7 with L. 10, ooo, and you ſhould, hap- 
© pen to be her choice — 

Bliſt. That's uppoffible for he has promis'd me 
* already. - 
Coup. And mes” 
0 — And me. 
© Worm. How! has ſhe promis'd three of you 
Why then, the two that miſs her, will have very good 
0 A ainſt him that has her. 
| Gaal. Her own choice muſt Ae and if that 
6 fall on you, Mr Bliſter, I muſt inſiſt on your leaving 
off your trade, and living here with me. 

Bliſi. No, Sir, I cannot conſent to leave off my 
© trade, 

a a Pray, gentlemen, is not the requeſt reaſon- 
able? 
All. Oh, es certainly. 


- 


* Coup. Ten thonſand-pounds to an apotherary, f ia 


v deed! - 0 
* Puav. Not leave off his trade! 


Coup. If 1 had been an apothecary, I believe I ſhould | 


© not have made many words., 
Good. I dare 
© make choice of you. 


M3 „Coup 


* — 


ear you will not, eouſin, if ſhe ſhould _ | 


3. 


— " | | * 
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Coup. There is ſome difference though between us; 


z © mine is a genteel profeſſion, and 1 ſhall not leave it off 


on any account. . | 
© Good. I'll de judg'd by Mr Qauver here, who has 

deen abroad and . the? ns 5 

Quav. Very reaſonable, very reaſonable— This man, 
I ſee, has excellent ſenſe, and can diſtinguiſſi between 
© arts and ſciences. n 

* Good. I am confident it would not be eaſy to prevail 
on you to continue the ridiculous art of teaching people 
* to fing. | 

* Prav. Ridiculous art of teaching to fing! Do you 
© call muſic an art, which is the nobleſt of all ſciences? 


© I thought you a man of ſenſe, but I find 


Coup. And I find too. 
* Blift. And ſo do I. 5 n 
* Worm. Well, it is ſurpriſing that men ſhould be 
© ſuch fools, that they ſhould heſitate at leaving off their 
© profeſſions for L. to, ooo. 
Good. Couſin Wormwood, you will leave off your 
practice, I am ſure. 3 
Worm. Indeed, Sir, but I will not. I hope you 
don't put me upon a footing with fiddlers and dan- 
< cing-maſters. No man need be aſham'd of marrying 
his daughter to a praQtitioner of the law. What 
* would you do without lawyers? Who'd know his own 
property? = | 
6 BP. Or without phyſicrans, yho'd know when he 
« was well? | SAM San 
Coup. If it was not for dancing-mafters, men might 
© as well walk upon their heads as their heels. 
« Duav. And if it was not for ſinging- maſters, they 
© might as well have been all born dumb.“ | 
Good. Ha! confufion! what do I ſee? my daughter 


in the bands of that fellow. 


Enter Lucy and Mr Thomas. 

Lucy. Pray, papa, give me your blefling: I hope yow 
won't be angry with me, but 1 am married to Mr Tho- 
Mas. | 

Good. Oh Luey, Lucy! Is this the return you make 
to my fatherly fondneſs? | | 

Lucy. Dear papa, forgive me; I won't de To any 

- | J more. 


* 
# 
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more.—Indeed I ſhould have been perjured, if I had not 


had him.—-And I had not had him neither, but that — 
met me when I was frighten'd and did not know what I 
did. 

Good. To marry a footman! | 

Tho. Why, look ye, Sir; Lam a footman, tis true, 
but J have good acquaintance in life. I have kept very 
good company at the hazard-table ; and when I have 
other cloaths on, and money in my pocket, they will be 
very glad to ſee me again. 

orm. Hark ye, Mr Goodwill; your daughter is 
© an heireſs, I'll put yqu in a way to proſecute this fel 
£ low.” 

Bliſi. Did not you promiſe me, Madam? 

Coup. Ay, did not you promiſe me, Madam? 

| Daav. And me too? 

Lucy. You have none of you any reaſon to complain ; 
if I did promife you all, I promis'd him firſt. 

_* Worm. Look ye, gentlemen, if any of you will em- 
0 ploy me, PH undertake we hall recover part of her 
© fortune.” 

Nuav. If you had given your daughter a good hs, 
cation, and let her lcarat age; it would have put ſofter 
things into her head. 

Blift. This comes of your contempt of phyſic. If ſhe 
had been kept in a diet, with a little gentle bleeding, 


and purging, and vomiting, and bliſtering, this kad ne- 


ver happen'd. 

© Worm. You ſhould have ſent her to town # term or 
© two, and taken lodgings for her near the temple, that 
© ſhe might have converſed with the young gentlemen of 
6 the law, and ſeen the world. 


AIR XI. Buſh of Bass. 


© Lucy. Oh, dear papa, don't look fo grum: 
me, and be good: 

c For tho' he's not fo great as ſome, 

« He ſtill is ſteſn and blood. P 
What though he's not ſo fine as beans, 

In gold and filver gay; 

Vet he, perhaps, without their cloaths, + 
May have more charms than they.“ 2 


| 


4 
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750. Your daughter has married a man of ſome learn” 
ing, and one who has ſeen a little of the world, and wlio 
by his love to her, * obedience to you, will try to de- 
ſerve your favour. . © As for my having worn a livery, 
* let not that grieve you; as I have liy'd in a great fa- 
* mily, I have ſeen, that no one is reſpected for what 
| © he 18, but for what he has; the world pays no regard 
© at preſent, to any thing but money; and if my own 
© induſtry ſhould add to your fortune, ſo as to intitle 
© any of my poſterity to grandeur, it will be no reaſon 
© againſt making my ſon or grandſon a lord, that his fa- 
© ther or grandfather was a footmanu. 

Good. Ha! thou talk'ſt like a pretty ſenſible fellow; 
and I don't know whether my daughter has not made a 
better choice than ſhe could have done among her booby 
relations. I ſhall ſuſpend my judgment at preſent, and 
paſs it hereafter according to your behaviour. 

Tho. I will try to deſerve it ſhould be in my favour. 

* Worm. I hope, couſin, you don't expect I ſhould loſe 
« my time, 1 expect fix and eight-pence for my jour- 
* ney 

* Good. Thy profeſſion, I ſee, has made a knave of 
« whom nature meant a fool. Well, I am now convinc'd, 
« *tis leſs difficult to raiſe a Forts than to find one 
e worthy to inherit it.“ 


AIR XII. The run Ballad. 


| Ber. | | 
Had 5 daughter been phyſic'd well, Sir, as ſhe ought, 
With bleeding, and bliſt'ring, and vomit, and draught, 
This footman had never been once in her Wen, 
With his down, down, &c. q 


Con oupee. 
Had pretty Miſs been at a ; mT bred, _ 
Had her feet but been taught the right manner to tread, 
Gad's curſe, twould have put better * in ber head, 
Than bis down, down, &c. 
Quaver. 
Had ſhe learnt, like fine Ladies, inſtead, of her pray'rs, 
To languiſh and die at Italian ſoft airs, 
A footman had never thus tickled her ears, 
Wuh bis down, down, &c- | 
4 Lucy. 
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Lucy. . 
You may phyſic, and muſic, and dancing km = . 
In one I have got them all three by good chance; 
My doctor he'll be, and he'll teach me to dance, 
With his a down, &c. 


And though ſoft Italians the ladies controul, 

He ſwears he can charm a fine lady, by Gole! 

More than an Italian can do for his ſoul, 
With a down, down, &c. © - 


My fate, then, ſpeQators, hangs on your decree; 

| have brought kind papa here at laſt to agree; 

If you'll pardon the' poet, he will pardon me, 
With my down, down, &c. 


Let not a poor farce, then, nice critics purſue; . 
But like honeſt-hearted good-natur'd-men do; 
And clap to pleaſe us, who have ſweat to ens you, 


Wk our OY down, &c. 
t. 


- * Crorvs, 
10 not a poor but, then, &c. 


16 
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PROLOG u E 


JF FAT various revolutions in our art, 
Since Theſdis fr ff Jung ballads in a cart / 
nature fram'd the witty war to wage, 
2 nd lay the deep fonndations of the flage, 
From his own foil that bard bis pictures drew : 
The gaping crowd the-mimic features knew, 
And the broad jeſt with fire electric flew, 


| Succeeding times, more poliſh d and refin'd, 
To ri igid rules the comic muſe confin'd. 


Robb'd of the nat ral freedom of ber forg, 
In artful meaſures now ſbe floats alon 


No ſprightly ſallies rouſe the H ring pit : 
Thalia, grown mere architect in wit,, 


= 
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To doors and ladders has confin'd her cares, 
Convenient cigſete, and a ſnug back-ſtairs ; 
'Troixt her and Satire has 22 d the league, 
And jilied Humour to en Tntri "A 
Tv gain e . Ap . 

We bring to-night a flranger on the 

His fire De Vega ; we confeſs. this «4h 

Left you miſtake Lim for a Britiſb youth. 

Severe the cenſure on my feeble Pen, 

Negleting manners, that fhe copies men. 1 
Thes, if hum or ha, or name 

*Tis N Splitcauſe from the Inns of Court} 
If, at the age that ladies ceaſe to dance, 

To romp at Ranelagh, or read romance, 

I draw a dowager inclin'd to man, 

Or paint her cage for china or japan, 

The true original is quickly hnown, 

And Lady Squab proclaim'd throughout the town, 
But in the following group let no man dare 

To claim a limb, nay, not a ſingle hair: 

Weat gallant Briton can be ſuch a fot 


To own the child ai Spaniard bas Ig, | 
A 
Scene, 4 Lodging. 


Vous Wilving and Par rien diſcovered. 


1 Younc Wiring. rt 

am I now, Papillion, perfectly equi d? 
Papi Perſonne tire, Nobody Letter. 15 
Y Wild. My figure? 

Pap. Fait a peindre. 

TY Wild. My air? 

Pap. Libre. 

Y Wild. My addreſs? 

Pap. Pariſiene. 


Y Wild. My hat fits eaſily under. my arm ; not le 


the  draggled tail of my tatter'd academical habit. 
Ah, bien autre choſe, $5 | 
7 1. Why, then, adieu Alma Mater, and bien 
venue la ville de rr farewell to the ſchools, and 
welcome the cheatres; preſidents, proctors, ſhort com- 
2 | mons 
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mons with long graces, mult now give place to plays, 
* bagnios, long tavern-bills with no graces at all. 

Pap. Ah, bravo, bravo! 

Y Wild. Well, but my dear Papillion, you muſt give 
me the chart du paye. This town 18 a new world to me; 
my provident papa, you know, would never ſuffer me 
near the ſmoke-of London; and what can be his motive 
for permitting me now, I can't readily conceive. 

Pap. Ni moi. 100 

7 Wild. I ſhall, however, take the liberty to conceal 
my arrival from him for a few days. 
Pap. Vous avez raiſon. 

Y Wild. Well, my Mentor, and how am I to manage? 
Direct my road: where mult I begin? But the debate 
is, 1 ſuppoſe, of conſequence? 

Pap. Vrament- 51 44.4. - 

Y Wild. How long have you left Paris, Papillion? 

Pap. "Twelve, dirteen year. | 

T7 Wild. I can't compliment you upon your progreſs 
in Engliſh, | 

Pap. The accent is difficult. » 

7 IWild. But here you are at home. 

Pap. C'eſt vrai. * 


Y Hild. No ſtranger to faſhionable places. 

Pap. O faite! | | 

Y Wild. Acquainted with the faſhionable figures of 
both ſexes. 2 | © Wo 

Pap. Sans doute. 1 4 

Y Wild. Well then, open your Jefure: Ang, d'ye 
| hear, Papillion, as you have the honour to be nd 


from the mortifying condition of an humble valet to the 
important charge of a private tutor, let us diſcard all di- 
ſtance between us. See me ready to flake my thirlt at 
your fountain of knowledge, my Magnus Apollo, 
Pap. Here then I diſcloſe my Helicon to my poetical 
il. By 1 
PT Wild Hey, Papillion? | 
. Pap. Sir? | LE 
2 Wild. What is this? why, you ſpeak Engliſh! 
Pap. Without doubt. a ü 
'7 Wild. But like a native. 
Pap. To be ſure, ' * 
1 Fil. 


* 
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YT Wild. And what am I to conelude from all tis? 

Pap. Logically thus, Sir: Whoever ſpeaks pure 
« Engliſh'is an Engliſhman. I ſpeak pure Engliſh; ergo, 
© I am an Engliſhman. There's a categorical ſyllogiſm 
for you, major, minor, and confequence. What! do 
© you think, Sir, that whilſt you was buſy at Oxford, I 
© was idle? No, no, no. 1 

© 7 Wild: Well, Sir, but notwithſtanding your plea- 
* ſantry, I muſt have this matter explain d. 

Pap. So you ſhall, my good Sir; but don't be in 
« ſuch a hurry. You can't ſuppoſe I would give you the 
« key, unleſs I meant you ſhould open the door. 

« 7 Wilt Why then, prithee, unlock it. 

© Pap. Immediately: But by way of entering upon 
© my polt as preceptor, ſuffer-me firſt to give you'd hint. 
* You, muſt not expect, Sir, to" find here, as at Oxford, 
© men ' appearing in their real characters: every body 
there, Sir, knows. that Dr Muſſy is a fellow of Maud- 
© lin; and Tom Trifle'a ſtudent of  Chriſt-church 3 but 
this town is one great comedy, in Which not only the 
prindiples, but frequently the perſons, are feigned. 

« Y Wild. A uſeful obſervation. _ „ 

© Pap.” Why now, Sir, at tlie firſt coffechbuſe T'Mall 
* enter you, you will perhaps meet à man, from vhoſe 
decent ſable dreſs, placid countenance, inſinuating be- 
© haviour, ſhort ſword, with the waiter's civil addition 
of diſt of coffee for Dr Julap, you would ſuppoſe him 
to be a phyſician, . | 

« FWild, Well? in enen 

© Pap! Does not Know disſcordlum from diaculdm. 
An abſolute French ſpy, concealed undet the ſhelter'of 
© a huge medicinal perriwig. | | 

Hild. Indeed! | 7 

© Pap. A martial figure, too, it is odds but you will 
* encounter; from whoſe ſcars, title, dreſs, and addreſs, 
* you would ſuppoſe to have had a ſhare in every action 
* ſince the peace of the Pyretiees; runner to a gaming- 
table, and bully to a bawdy-hovuſe., Battles, to be ſure, 
© he has been in witli the watch; and frequently a pri- 
© ſoner too in the round-houſe, ; Ca er Ps 
Mild. Amazing! «In 
* Pap. In ſhort, Sir, you will meet with lawyers who 
Vor. II. ' N o ? 6 practiſe 
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c pot ſmuggling, and merchants who trade upon 


fHFounſlow- heath; reverend atheiſts, right honourable 
< ſharpers, and Frenchmen from the county of York. 
Vila. In the laſt liſt; I preſume, you roll, 

© Pap. Juſt my ſituation. 5 

* Y Wild. And pray, Sir, what may be your motive 


- © for this whimſical transformation? 


Pap. A very harmleſs one, I promiſe you. I would 
c 2 avail myſelf at the expence of folly and preju- 
« dice. | 

« 7 Wild. As how? 5 

Pap. Why, Sir But, to be better underſtood, I 
believe it will be neceſſary to give you a ſhort ſketch of 
the principal incidents of my life. 

| W, il1. Prithee do. . 8 | 
Pap, Why then, you are to know, Sir, that my for- 
mer ſituation has been rather above my preſent condition, 
having once ſuſtained. the dignity of ſub-preceptor to 
one of thoſe cheap rural academies with which our coun- 

ty of York is ſo plentifully ſtocked, - | 

Y Wild. But to the point: Why this diſguiſe ? why 
renounce your country? _ 


Pap. ara you make 4 little miſlake; it was 


my country that renounced me. | 
- 7 Wild. Explain. | * 
Pap. In ah inſtant: upon quitting the ſchool, and 
firſt, coming to town, I got recommended to the compi- 
ler of the Monthly Review. . . 
Z Wild. What, an author too) 
Pap. Oh, a voluminous one. The whole region of 
the belles lettres fell under my inſpeRion;z phyſie, divi- 
nity, and the mathematics, my miſtreſs managed her- 
ſelf. There, Sir, like another Ariſtarch, I dealt out 
fame and damnation at pleaſure. In obedience to the 
Caprice and commands of my maſter, I have condemn'd 
books I never read; and Au Are. the fidelity of a tranſ- 
lation, without underſtanding one ſyllable of the origi - 
nal. | * 
2 Wild. Ah! why, 1 thought acuteneſs of diſcern- 
ment, and depth of knowledge, were neceſſary to accom- 
liſh a erĩitic. ; 
Pap. Ves, Sir; but not a monthly one. Our method 
wad 


+ 


was very conciſe, We the title-page of a new book 
we 2 go any — we are . — to praiſe 1 
we have at hand about ten words, which, ſcatter d 
3 as many En effectually does the buſineſs 3 
« laudable de happy arrangement, ſpirited lan- 

0 guage, nervous ſentiment, elevation of thought, con- 
« cluſive argument.“ If we are to decry, then we have, 
% unconnected, flat, falſe, illiberal, ſtricture, reprehen- 
% fible, unnatural:”” And thus, Sir, we pepper the au. 
thor, and ſoon rid our hands of his work. 

Y Wild. A ſhort recipe. IE 

Pap. And yet, Sir, you have all the materials at 
are neceſſary: Thefe are the arms with which we engage 
authors of every kind. To us all ſubjects are equal; plays 
or ſermons, poetry or politics, muſic or midwiferys | it is 
the ſame thing. 

. ra How came you to gn this ay employ- 
went Res bs 
Pap. It would not anſwer. Notwithſlanding what 
we ſay, people will judge for themſelves ; our work 
hung upon hand, and all I could get from the publiſher 
was four ſkiings a-week and my l beer. Poor pit- 
tance? | | k& 

T Wild. . indeed oY 

P ap. Oh, half-ſtary'd me. | 

Y Wild. What was your next change? | 

Pap. 1 was mightily puzzled to chooſe.- © Some would 


have had me turn player, and others methodiſt preach- 


mer; but as I had no money to build me a en 1 
« did not think it could anſwer: and as to player. 
* whatever might happen to me, I was deterinined not 
to bring a diſgrace don wy n * fo em 
to turn footman. | 

* 7 Wild. Wiſely reſoly'd. * 71 

© Pap. Yes, Sir, but not ſo ealy executed. 

* 7 Wild. Not 

« Pap. Oh po, Sir. Many a weary lep have I on 
after à place, Here I was too eld, there I was too 
young; here the laſt livery. was too hig, there it was 
© too little; here I was aukward, there I was knowing: 
Madam diſliked me at this houſe, her ladyſhip's wa- 
05 Nen next: 9 n 
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* find out a place, as the great Cynic philoſopher to dif. 
*. cover a man. In ſhort, I was quite in a ſtate of deſpair,” 
when chance threw an old friend in my way that quite 
retrieved my affairs. . | 

Mill. Pray, who might he be? 48 

2p. kale bit of a bid genius, who bad bee 
French uſher with me at the ſame ſchool in the country. 
I apened, my melancholy ſtory to him over three penny- 
worth of beef,a-la-mode, in a cellar in St Ann's. My 
little foreign friend purs d up his lanthora | jaws, and 
with a ſhrug of contempt, & Ah, maitre Jean, vous 
n'avez pas la politique; you haye no fineſſe: to trive 
here, you muſt ſtudy the- folly of your own country.“ 
Ho, Manſieur!” ( Taiſez vqus: keep a your tongue, 
Zuber I teach you ſpeak French, pow I teach-a you 
o forget Engliſh. Go vid me to my lodgement, I vil 
give you proper dreſs, den go preſent yourſelf to de 
ſame” hotels, de very ſame houſe; you will find all de 
ors dat was ſhut in your face as footman Anglois, will 

y open demſelves to a French valet; de chambre.“ 
AX Wild. Well, Papillion? 005 
Paß. Gad, Sir, 1 thought it was but an honeſt arti- 
fice, ſo I determin'd to follow my friend's advice, 

Vila. Did it ſucceed? _.. | A 

Pap. Better than expectation. My tawny face, long 
queu, and broken Engliſh, was a paſſe · partout. Heſides, 
when I am out of place, this diſguiſe procures me many 
Telources. | Sorts SF erp ende; rote 299 
Hild. Ag how? - Ran fb fee" 

Pap. Why, at a pinch, Sir, I am either a teacher of 
| tongues, a friſeur, a dentiſt, or a dancing-maller:- theſe, 
Bir, are hereditary profeſſions. to Frenchmen. But now, 
Sir, to the point: As you were pleaſed to be fo caudid 
with me, I was determined to have no reſerve with you. 
You have ſtudied books, I have ſtudied men; you want 
advice, and I have ſome at your ſervice. Ws 
id Well, I'll be your (cuſtomer. 

Pap. But guard my ſecret. If I ſhould be ſo unfortu- 
nate as to loſe your place, don't ſhut me out from every 


Tr Wald. You may.rcly upon me. 1% N 
Fab. In a ſew year 1 ſhall be in à condition to retire 
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tom buſineſs 3- but whether I ſhall ſettle at my ſamily- 
ſeat, or paſs over to the continent, 18 as yet undetermi- 
ned. Perhaps, in gratitude to the country, I may pur- 
chaſe a marquiſate near Paris, and ſpend the money E 
haye got by their means generouſly amongſt them. 

Y Wild. A grateful intention. But let us ſally. 
Where do we open? 

Pap. Let us ſee—one 0 clock —it i is a fine an; che 
Mall will be crowded. 
Y Wild. ere th | ka 

Pap. But don't ſtare, Sir: fume very i wit an 
an air of habit and indifference. - 

Y Wild. Never fear. | 

Pap. But I wauld, Sir, erave a moment's audience; 
upon a ſubje& that may prove very material to you. 
Y Wild. Proceed. . 56 

Pap. Vou will pardon m Need ; but you have, 
my good malter, one little le that I could . Yeu 
to correct. 

Y Wild. What is it? | Yield 

Pap. And yet it is a pity oo you it er 


Yr Wild. Prithee be plain. 

Pap. Yow have, Sir, a lively WED, - a moſt 
happy turn for invention. 

Y Wild. 'Well. 

Pap. But now and thewin your narratives you are We 

ry'd, by a flow of ſpirits, to border upon the hmm 
a S Belle given to the marvellous. _ 

.Y Wild. I underſtand; your whats Long a be 
je& to lying? ; 

Pup, Oh, pardon me, Sir; L don't lay that; no; no: 
only a little apt to embellith.z; that's all, Lo be ſure it 
is a fine gift, that there is no diſputing :. but men in 
22 are ſo ſtupid, ſo rigorouſly attach'd to matter of 

&—And yet this talent of yours is the very ſoul and 
ſpirit of: poetry 3 and. why it ſhould-not; be the ſame in 
profe, I can't. for my life determine. 

Y Wild. You would adviſe me, then, not to be quite. 
ſo-poetical in my.proſe?. 

Pap. Why, Sir, if n would deſcend a [itle to the 
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grovyelling comprehenſion of the million, I think i it all 
be as well. ; 
F Wild. I'll think of it, »f 17 
Pap. Beſides, Sir, in this town, people are more ſmoky 
and ſuſpicious. Oxford, you know, is the. feat of the 
muſes; and a man is naturally permitted more ornament 
and garniture to his converſation, than they will allow 
in this latitude. | 
Y Wild. ] believe you are right, But we mal be late. 
D'ye bear me, Papillion: if at any time you find me 
growing too poetical, give me a hint; your advice ſhan't 
be thrown away. Exit. 
Pap. I wiſh it mayn't; but the diſeaſe is too rooted 
to be quickly removed. Lord, how | have ſweat for 
him! yet he is as unembarrafſed, eaſy, and fluent, all the 
time, as if he really believed what he ſaid. Well, to be 
fure, he is a great maſter; it is a thouſand pities his ge- 
nius could not be converted to ſome public ſervice. l 
think the government ſhould employ him to anſwer the 
Bruſſels Gazette. I'll be hang'd if he is not too many 
for Monſic ur Maubert, at his own weapons. nen 


SCENE, The Park. 


Eater Miſs Grantam and Miſ+ Godfrey, £56 IVY 
Mr. John, let the chawot go round to Spring- 


rdens; for your miſſreſs and 1 ſhall call at Lady Bab's, 
iſs Arabella Allnight's, the Counteſs of Crumple's, and 
the tall man's, this morning. My dear Miſs Godfrey, 
what trouble I have had to get you out ! Why, child, 
you are as tedious as a long morning. Do you know 
now, that of all places of public rendezvous 1 honour the 
Park? forty thouſand million of times preferable to the 
play-houſe! Don't you think ſo, my dear? 
Gad. "They are both well in their way. 

MM Gr. Way! why, the-purpoſe of both is the ſame; 
to meet company, Yu't it? What, d'ye think I go there 
for the plays, or come here for the trees? ha, ha! well, 
that is well enough. But, © Gemini! 1 beg a million 
of pardons: You are a prude, and have no reliſh for the 
little innocent liberties with which a fine woman * 
idee herſelf in public. 


. Ged, Liberties in publlel! 


* MG,. 
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M Gr. Yes, child ; ſuch as encoring a: ſong at an 
opera, interrupting a play in a critical ſcene of diſtreſs, 
hallooing to a pretty fellow-croſs the Mall as loud as if 
ou were calling à coach. Why, do you know now, 
my dear, that by a lucky ſtroke in dreſs, and a few high 
airs of my own making, I have had the good fortune 
to be gazed at and followed by as great a crowd, on 2 
Sunday, as if I was the Tripoly ambaſſador? 

M God. The good fortune, Ma'am! Surely the wiſh 
of every decent woman is to be unnotic'd in-public; ' 
M Gr. Decent! oh, my dear queer creature, what a 
phraſe have you found out for a woman of faſhion? De- 
cency is, child, a mere bourgeois, plebeian quality, and 
fit only for thoſe who pay court to the world, and not 
for us to whom the world pays court. Upon my word, 
you muſt enlarge your ideas: You are a fine girl, and 
we muſt not have you loſt; I'll undertake you myſelf. 
* as I was ſaying—Pray, my dear, what was L 423 

in 0 

98 1 profes I don't reeollect. 

M'Gr. Hey !—Oh, ah! the Park. One 8 reaſon 
for my loving the Park-i is, that one has ſo many 1 45 
tunit ies of . connections. | 

M God. Mam | 

M Gr. Nay, — t look grave. Why, do you know 
that all my male friendſhips are form'd in this place? 

M God. It is an odd ſpot: But you mult pardon me 
if doubt the poſhbility. 

MG. Oh, Iwill convince you in a moment; for here 
— to be coming a good ſmart figure chat I don't re- 
collect. F will throw out a hure. 

M God. Nay, for Heaven's fake! 

M Gr. I am determin'd;@hild: that is 

M God. You will excuſe my withdrawing. 

- M Gr, Oh, pleaſe n my dear. | 
[5 -o4 Miſs Godfrey. 
' Enter You Wilding with Papillion. 

r Wild Your Lady ſhip's handkerchief, Ma'am. 

M Gy. I im, Sir, — at the trouble 

Y Mild. A moſt happy incident for me, Madam; as 
chance has given me an honour, in one lucky minute, 
that the moſt . attention has not been able to 
procure 
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procure for me in the whole tedious round of a revalving 


Lay Gr. Is this meant to me, Sir? FF | 
. Y Wild. To whom elſe, Madam? Surely, you muſt 


bave mark'd my reſpectful affiduity, my uninterruptcs 


attendance; to plays, operas, balls, routs, and ridottos, 
L have purſued you like your ſhadow 5 I have beſieged 
your door for a glimpſe of your exit and entrance, like 
z diſtreſſed creditor, who has no arms againſt privilege 
but perſeverance. . 201 | 
Pap. So, now he is in for it; ſtop him who can. 
Mild. In ſhort, Madam, ever fince I quitted A- 
merica, which I take now to be about a year, I have as 
faithfully, guarded: the live-long night your ladyſhip's 
portal, as a centinel the powder magazine in a fortified 
City. , | " »£ 
Pap. 8 well pull'd. 
Mr. Lou have ferv'd in America ther? 
Y Hild. Full four years, Ma'am: and during that 
whole time, not a ſingle action of conſequence, but [ 
had an opportunity to ſignalize myſelf; and 1 think I 


. 
. 


may, without vanity, affirm, I did, not mils the oceaſion. 


You have heard of Quebec, I preſume? = 
Pap. What the deuce is he driving at now? . - 
Fila. The project to ſurpriſe that place was thought 
a happy expedient, and the firſt mounting the breach a 
gallant exploit. There indeed the whole army did me 
juſtice. . 25 


M Gr. I have heard the honour of that conqueſt at- 
tributed. to another name. | PF) 
Y Wild. The mere taking the town, Ma'am. But 
that's a trifle; Sieges now-a-days are reduc'd to certain- 
ties; it is amazing how minutely exact we, who know 
the buſineſs, are at calculation. For inſtance now, we 


will ſuppoſe the commander in chief, addreſſing himſelf 


to me, was to ſay, Colonel, I want to reduce that 
fortreſs; what will be the expence?” « Why, mow 
your highneſs,. the reduction of that fortreſs will coſt 
you one thouſand and two lives, ſixty- nine legs, ditto- 
arms, fourſcore fractures, with about twenty dozen of. 
fleſh-wounds.”” 

Mr. And you ſhould be near the mark: 


YT Wild. 


* 
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Y Wild. To an odd joint, Ma'am. But, Madam, it 
is not to the French alone that my feats are eonfinid: 


Cherokees, Catabaws, with all the Aws and r . 


continent, have felt the force of my arms. 

Pap This i 18 t00 much, Sir, | 

7 Will Hands off! Nor am I leſs adroit at xtreatys 
Madam, than terrible in battle. To me we owe the 
friendſſliip of the Five Nations; and I had the firſt 
honour of ſmaking the pipe of peace wth the Little 
Carpenter. 

M Gr. And ſo young! tow | 

Y Mill. This gentleman, e a dee and 
an enemy, I had the fortune to deliver from the Mo- 
hawks, whoſe priſoner he had been for nine years. He 
gives a moſt entertaining account of their laws and eu- 
ſtoms : he ſhall preſent you with the wampum belt and 
a ſcalping-knife, Will you permit him, Madam, juſt to 


give you s taſte oſ the milie danes, with [7 8 re. 


cimen of their war- hoop. | 
Pap. For Heaven's ake! 10 * 
r. The place is too publie. * 

Y H. In ſhort, Madam, after havin © guidiceet as 
many laurels abroad as would garniſh a Gothic cathedral 
at Chriſtmas, I returned to reap the harveſt of the well 
fought field. Here it was my good fortune to encoun- 
ter you; then was the victor vanquiſhed; what the enemy 
could never accompliſh, your eyes in an. inſtant atchiev'd; 
prouder to ſerve here than command in chief cllewberes 
and more glorious in wearing your chains, than in tri- 


umpbing over the vanquiſh'd world. 


M Gr. I have got here a moſt heroical lover: But I 
ſee Sir James Elliot coming, and muſt diſmiſs him. 
[4fde. ]J —— Well, Sir, 1 accept the tendre of your paſ- 
ſion, and may find a time to renew our acquaintances 
at preſent it is neceſſary we ſhould ſeparate, \*.. 

Y Wild. “ Slave to your will, I lite but to obey 
you.” . But may I be pt with the — of 
your tefidence ? | 


M Gra. Sir? | | 
Y Wild. Your place of abode. n 


A Gr, Oh, Sir, poop can't wags to be gt 
[3 240 9 vw 
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with that; you have a whole year ſtood centinel at my 
hadyſhip's portal. 
© T Wild. Madam, 11 — 

M Gr. Oh, Sir, your ſervant. Ha, ha, ha! What, 
you are caught? ha, ha, ha! Well; he has a moſt in · 
trepid aſurance. Burr my Mars. Ha, ha, ha! 
Exit. 
Pap. That laſt was an unlucky THT) Sir. & | 
TY Wild. A little ma ba - propos, I muſt confeſs. 
Pap. A man ſhould have a good memory: who deals 
- much in this 3 proſe. 10 
ili. Poh! I'll foon re-eſtabliſh my credit. - But 
I muſt know who this girl is. Hark ye, Papillion, 
could not you contrive to pump out of her footman—L 
ſee there he ſtands he name of his miſtreſs > 
Pap. I will try [Exit. 
| | C Wilding retires to the back of the Stage. 
Enter Sir James Elliot and Servant. . 
Sir Ja. Muſic and an rere * 
2 5. Lal ot he water! 
Sir Ja night, t e water 
Ser Nöpea the gh, pon night. 
Sir Ja. Who gave it? 
Ser. That, Sir, I can't ſay. 
| To them Wilding. 

XY Wild. Sir James Elliot, your «FO devoted. 
Sir Ja. Ah, my dear Wildes! you are welcome 
to town. 

Y Wild. You will pardon my impatience 3 I iater · 
rupted you; you ſeem'd _ an intereſting IN 
Sir Fa. Oh, an affair o gallantry. 

Vid. Of what kind? 

Sir Ja. A young bay +. pe on 151 by her lover 
on the 'Thames. 

Y Wild. As how ? 

Sir Fa. A band of muſic in boats. 

r 2 Were they good performers? 

Sir Ja. The beſt. Then conducted to Marblchal, 
where ſhe found a magnificent collation. 

Y Wild. Well order'd? < tall F 
Sir Ja. With elegance. After { a ball; and, 
to conclude the night, a firework. * 1 Will. 


d, 


He mh 


Y Wild. Was the laſt well deſign'd? | 
Sir 7a. Sdperb. OR 2 
Y i And happily — 
Sir Ja. Not a ſingle faux pa 
2 2 And you don't have rk gave 17 
Sir Fa. 1 can't even gueſs. 
Y Wild. Ha, ha, ha! 
Sir Fa. Why do you laugh ? | 
_ T Wild. Ha, ha, ha! It was me. 
Sir Ja. You! 
Pap. You, Sir! 
Y Wild. Moi—me. 
Pap. So, ſo, ſo; he's enter'd a again, 
Sir Ja. Why, you are fortunate to find a miltrſ in 
ſo ſhort a ſpacę of time. | 
J Wild. Short why, man, {have been in London 
theſe ſix weeks. | | 
H ap. Lord, O Lord! . 
þ + Wa. Te is true, not caring to encounter my father, 
I have rately ventur'd out but at nights. 
Pap. 1 can hold no longer. Dear 8ir— 
Y Wild. Peace, puppy. 
Pap. A curb to your poetical vein, | 
Y Wild. I ſhall curb your 'impertinence — . ines 


the ſtory is got abroad, I will, my dear friend, treat 


you with all the particulars. 

Sir Ja. I ſhall hear it with pleaſure——This i is a 
lucky adventure: but he muſt not know he is my 22 

U 

Y Wild. Why, Sir, between fix and ſeven my god- 
deſs embarked at Somerſet-ſtairs, in one of the compa* 
nies barges, gilt nad hung with damaſk, exprelaly for the 
occaſion. 

Pap. Mercy on us! | 

7 Wild. At the ' cibin-door ſhe was accoſted by a 
beautiful boy, who, in the garb of a Cupid, paid her 
ſome compliments in verſe of my own-compoſing. The 
conceits were pretty; alluſions to Venus and the ſca— 
the lady and the Thames—no great matter ; but, how- 
ever, well-tim'd; and, what was better, well taken. 

Sir Ja. Doubtleſs, 

Pap. At what a rate he runs! — 
Y. . IW, ild. | 
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Y Wild. As ſoon as we had gained the centre of the 
river, two boats, full of trumpets, French-horns, and 
other martial muſic, ſtruck up their ſprightly ſtrains from 
the Surry ſide, which were echoed by a' ſuitable num- 
ber of lutes, ffutes, and hautboys, from the oppoſite 
ſhore. In this ſtate, the oats keeping time, we maje- 
ſtically ſail'd along, till the arches of the New Bridge 
gave a pauſe, and an opportunity for an elegant defſert 

in Dreſden China, by Robinfon. Here the repaſt clos'd 
with a few favourite airs from Eliza, 'Tenducci, and the 
Mattei. n 
Pap. Mercy on us! | 
TY Wild. Oppoſite Lambeth 1 had prepared a naval 
engagement, in'which'Boſcawen's victory over the French 
was repeated: the action was conducted by one of the 
dominanders on that expedition, and not a ſingle inci- 
dent omitted. - 2 e 
Sir Fa. Surely you exaggetate a little. 
Pap. Yes; yes, this battle will ſink him. 

Y Wild. True to the letter, upon my honour, 1 
ſhan't trouble" you with a repetition of our collation, 
ball, feu d'artifice, with the thouſand little incidental 
amuſements that chance or deſign produced: it is enough 
to know, that all that could flatter the ſenſes,” fire the 
imagination, or gratify the expectation, was there pro- 
duc'd in a laviſh abundance. 

Sir Ja. The ſacrifice was, I pre ſume, grateful to your 
deity. | | | . 66-488 

7 Wild. Upon that ſubje& you muſt pardon my fi- 
| lence. | 9 * 
"Pap! Modeſt ereature! halts 
Sir Ja. I viſh you joy of your ſueceſs For the pre- 
ſent you will excuſe me. | 


Y Wild. Nay, but ſtay and hear the-concluſion, 
Sir Ja. For that I ſhall ſeize another occafion. 


A Exit. 
Pap. Nobly perform'd, Sir. | 

Y Wild. Yes, I think happily hit off. | 
Pap. May I take the liberty to offer one queſtion ? 
Y Wild. Freely. ; 

Pa. Pray, Sir, are you often viſited with theſe wa- 


king dreams ? | 
3 ili. 
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Y IWild. Dreams! what doſt mean by dream? 

Pap. Thoſe: ornamental reveries, thoſe: frolics of fan- 

cy, which, in the judgment of the N would be 
deem'd abſolute flams. 

Y Wild. Why, Papillion, vou have but a poor, nar- 
_ circumſcribed genius, 

Pap. I muſt own, Sir, I have not ſublimity ſufficient. 
to reliſh the full fire of your Pindaric muſe. 

Y Wild. No; a plebeian ſoul ! But I will animate. 
thy clay: mark my example, follow my ſteps, aud ia 
time thou may'ſt rival thy maſter. 

Pap. Never, never, Sir; I have not talents to fight. 
battles without blows, and give feaſts that don't colt me; 
a farthing—Beſides, Sir, to what purpaſe are alt theſe 
embelliſhments ? Why-tell- the lady you have been in 
London a year ? 

Y Wild: The better to plead the length, and conſe. 
quently the ſtrength, of my paſſion, 

Pap. But why, Sir, a ſoldier? © 

Y Wild. How little thou know'ſt of the ſex ! What, | 
I ſuppoſe thou would'ſt have me attack them in mood 
and figure, by a pedantic claſſical quotation, or a pom- 
pous parade of jargon from the ſehools. What, doſt 
think that women are to be got like gag wn N. 
Pap. Nay, Sir | 

Z. Wild. No, no; the ſgavoir vivre is the ſcience for 
them; the man of war is their man: they mult be ta - 

+ ken like towns, by lines of approach, counterſcarps, 
angles, trenches, cochorns, arid dovert- ways; then enter 
ſword-in-hand, pell-mell! Oh, how they melt at the 
Gothic names of General Swappinback, Count Rouſo- 
mouſky, Prince Monteeuculi, and Marſhal Fuftinburg ! 
Men may ſay what they will of their Ovid, their. Pe- 

trarch, and their Waller; but I'll undertake to do more 
buſineſs by the ſingle aid of the London; Gazette, than * 
by all the fighing, dying, crying V tine the 

whole race of rhymers have ever produced. 

Pap. Very well, Sir, this is all very Reely 3 bm rer 
member the travelling pitcher: if you don't one time 

or other, under favour, lie yourſelf into ſome confound- 
cd ſcrape, I will be content to be hanged. 

Hild. Do you think fo, Papillion And — 4 
Vor. II. hs | ever 
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i ever that happens, if I don't lie myſelf out of it again, 
why then I will be content to be crucify'd. And ſo, 
along after the lady [ Saps ſhort, going out.] Zounds, 
here comes my father! 41 muſt fly. Watch him, Pa- 
pillion, and bring me word to Cardigan. 

[Exeunt ſeparately. 


A CT II. 
| Scexe, a Tavern. 
Young Wikling end Papillion ring from: table. 

TY Wild. AD, I had like to have run into the 

old gentleman's mouth. 

Pap. It is pretty near the ſame thing ; for I ſaw him 
Join Sir James Elliot: ſo your arrival is no longer a ſe- 
cret. | s ib 

YT Wild. Why then I muſt loſe my pleaſure; and you 
your preferment : I muſt ſubmit to the dull decency 
of a ſober family, and you to the cuſtomary duties of 
bruſhing and powdering. But I was fo flutter'd at 
meeting my father, that I forgot the fair ; Prithee, who 
is ſhe ? | TIN | 

Pap. There were two. 

T Wild. That I ſaw. | | 
Pap. From her footman TI learnt her name was God- 


Frey. F 
Mila. And her fortune? 
Pap. Immenſe. 
TY Wild. Single, I hope? 
Pap. Certainly. | TIE 
TY Wild. Then will I have her. 
Pap. What, whether ſhe will or no? 
TY Wild. Yes. 1 | 
Pap. How will you manage that? | 
Y Wild. By making it impoſſible for her to marry any 
one elſe, 7 55 | 
Pap. I don't underſtand you, Sir. 
Y Wild. Oh, I ſhall . recourſe to that talent 


you ſo mightily admire. Vou will ſee, by the circula- 
tion of a few anecdotes, how ſoon I will get rid of my 


Pap. 
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Pap. At the expence of the lady's . * 
haps. 

7 fili. That will be as it happens. 

Pap. And have you no qualms, Sir? 

Y Wild. Why, where's the injury? 

Pap. No injury to ruin her fame ! 

Y Wild. 1 will reſtore it to her again. 

Pap. How? - 

TY Wild. Turn tinker, and mend it myſelf. 

Pap. Which way ? 

Y Wild. The old way; ſolder it by marriage : thats 
you know, is the modern ſalve for every fore. 

Enter Waiter. 

Wait. An elderly getleman to inquire for Mc wis- 
in 

le For me what fort of a being is is 1 

Wait. Being, Sir! 

Y Wild. Ay; how i is he dreſs d? 

Mait. In a tye-wig and ſnuff- colour'd coat. 

Pap. Zooks, Sir, it is your father. 

Y Wild. Show him up. [Exit Waiter. 

Pap. And what muſt Ido? 

Hild. Recover your broken Egli, but prefers 
your rank; I have a reaſon for it. t | 
Enter Old Wilding. 

0 Wild Your ſervant, Sir: Jou are welcome to 


town. 
Y Wild. You have juſt prevented me, Sir : 1 was 


e to pay my duty to you. 
7. If you thought it a ON yoo Hons, 1 thinks 
have ſooner diſcharged i l. 

Y Wild. Sir! 

O Wild. Was it quite fo decent, Jack, to be fix weeks 
in town, and. conceal yourſelf only from me ? 1 

Y Wild. Sia weeks! I have ſcarce been fix hours. 

O Wild. Come, come; I am better inform'd. 4 

Y Wild. Indeed, Sit, you are impog'd upon. This 
gentleman (whom firſt give me leave to have the bonour 
of introducing to you), this, Sir, is the Marquis de 
Chatteau Briant, of an ancient houſe in Brittany; who, 
ce e n choſe to make Oxford . 


* [ 2.1 5107 


* 
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ſome time the place of his reſidence, where I had _ 
happineſs of his acquaintance. 

O Wild. Does he ſpeak Engliſh? - - 

7 Wild. Not fluently, but underſtands it parted. 


Pap. Pray, Sir 
O Wild. Any ſervices, Sir, that pr render you here, 


Fou may readily command. 


Pap. Beaucoup d'honeur, 


Y Wild. This gentleman, I ſay, Sir, whoſe * 5 


and country are ſufficient ſecurities for his veracity, will 
aſſure you, that yeſterday we left Gators — : 

O Wild. Indeed! . 

Pap. C'eſt vrai. 

O Wild. This is amazing. I was at the ſame time 
inform'd of another circumſtance too,' that, I confeſs, 
made me a little uneaſy, as it n with a u 
ſcheme of my own. 

Y Mild. What could that be, pray Sir? 

O Hild: That you od coucely A eren . 
Tor a fair lady. 

F Wild. Sir! 

O Wild. And had given her very guat and wer. 
penſive proofs of your paſſion. 

Y Wild. Me, Sir! * 

O Wild. Particularly a. ni ce; 4 muic, collation 
balls, and fire - wor ks. 

Y Wild. Monſieur le Marquis!—And prar, Sir, who 
<ould tell you all this? a 

O Wild. An old friend of yours. 

＋ Wild. His name, if you pleaſe. 

O Wild. Sir James Elliot. e 

Mild. Yes; I thought he was the inan. 99 5 

O mild. Your reuſon. Kt, 0 

Y Wild. Why, Sir; though Sir James Eliot has a 

eat many good qualities, and is upon the whole a va- 
Liable man, yet he has one fault which has long deter- 
mined me to drop his acquaintance, © | 

oO Will. What may that be? 

7 Hill. Why you can't, Sir, be a iger to * 
prodigions ſkill in the hated talent? 4 21 

Wild. How!" ! 


Mild. Oh, notorious to a proverb. His 3 
W 
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who are tender of his fame, gloſs over his foible; by 
calling him an agreeable noveliſt ; and ſo he is with a 
vengeance. Why, he will tell ye more lies in an hour, 
than all the circulating libraries n Ow” will I 
in a year. 

0 Wild. Indeed! 

Y IWild. Oh, he is the modern „ Manderille at Oxford: 
he was always diſtinguiſhed by the "ww es 


of the Bouncer. 

O Wild. Amazing! 

Vila. Lord, Sir, he is ſo well underfloot 3 in his 
own country, that at the laſt Hereford aſſize, a eauſe, 
as clear as the ſun, was abſolutely thrown Any "I has 

being merely mentioned as a witnels. 4 N 

0 i. A ſtrange turn! 

7 Wild. Unaccountable. But P I think, they 
went a little too far; for if it had come to an oath, 
I don't think he mould have bounc'd neither; but in 
common occurrences, there 1s no repeating after him. 
Indeed, my great reaſon for dropping him was, that my 
credit ou to be a ay a too. 

4 oor. gentleman Fu 

0 0 Why, I never 00 this een 

Y IWild. That may be: But can there be a ſtronger 
proof of his practise than the flam he has been telling 
you of fire-works, and the Lord-knows-what ? And.t 
. dare. ſwear, Sir, he was very fluent and Aang: in his * 
ſeription. 

O Mild. Extreme. 

Vill. Ves, chat is. juſt his = Mop and Af a ldi 
of truth from the beginning to the ending, Marquis? 

Pap. Oh, dat is all a fiction, upon mine ance 0 

T Wild: l qt 

GC Wild. Clearly. I really. can't help ins the 
poor man. I have heard 0: people, who, K n ha- 
_ become a kind of n liars. 
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Pap. pm * it is: ours. "ul a. 
O Hill. Well, Sir, I ſuppoſe we Ka les you this 


evening. 


LC Wald, The ne appointment with * 
3. , 
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of his countryriien, which I have promis d to attend: 

beſides, Sir, as he is an entire ye | in town, he may 
want my little ſervices. 

O Wild. Where can I ſee you in ber ut hour? I 

have My ſhort viſit to make, i in which You are * con» 

cern' 

Y Wild. I ſhall attend your cbmmnüds but Me! ? 

O Wild. Why, here. Marquis, I am "your obedient 
ſervant. 

Fab. Votre ſerviteur tres humble. 
| E, ON Wildive. 

Y Wild. So, Papillion, "that difficulty is diſpateb'd. 
I think I am even with Bir James for his tattling . 

Pap. Moſt ingenioufly * Dot: are” Nu you 
afraid of the conſequence? - ' 
Tila. I don't comprehend you.” a 

Pap. A future explanation abe parties,” 

Y Wild. That may GO but the day is diſtant. 
I warrant I will arivg myſelf off, 

Pap. It is in vain for me to dei. N 129 

Y Wild. Why, to ſay truth. I do begis to god my 
ſyſtem attended with danger. Oiſe u me e your. hw Pa- 
pilion—I will reform. 

Pap. Ah, Sir! AY 

7 Wild. I poſitively will. Why Aieprathic 501 in 
time deſtroy my 8 

Pap. That is pretty well done already. LH, 1— 
Ay, think of that, Sir. 

Y Wild. Well, if I don't turn out the mereſt dull 
matter - of. fact con d- Papillion, I muſt ſcribble 
a billet to my new flame. I think her name is 

Pap. Godfrey: ker father, an India govertior ſhut 
up in the ſtrong room at Calcutta, left her all his wealth: 
| She lives near F110 Grantam, by Groſvenor-ſquare. 
ill. A governor I- Oh ho!—DBuſhels of rupees 

and pecks of pagodas, I reckon. —<Well, I long to be 
rummaging.— Hut the old gentleman in ſoon return: 
I will haſten to finiſh my letter. — But, Papillion, what 
could. m r mean. * a 17 in ales, 1 am ep 
On. 8 | 


\ 


. 


15 't gueſs. 
mal kno\y melee Miſs Godin, 


Gs. . a. >=? 
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formerly of Calcutta, now refiding ia Groſvenor-ſquare. 
— Papillon, I won't'tell her a Gore of a he. torr 
Pap. You won't, Sir? | 
bild. No; it would be ungenerous to Jerkive- a 
lady. © No; I will be open, candid, and ſincere. 
. chef it will be i 4a! 
a N 
auer Miſe Grantam und Miſe 
11 d And you really like this gallant (park? ;| 
M Gr. Prodigiouſly! Oh, I'm quite in love with his 
aſſurance! I wonder who he is: he can't have been long 
in town: A young fellow of his caſy impudence mult 
have ſoon made his way to the beſt of company. 
MGed. By way of amuſement he may prove no diſ- 
agreeable acquaintancey- but you can't etely kavh any 
ſerious deſigns upon him? | un 
M Gr. Indeed but I hare. 
M God. And Poor Sie James Eliot is to be diſcarded 
at once? J 
M Gr. Oh, 401 | 1 
M God. What oy your intention in regard to him 1 
M Gr. Hey! I can't tell you. P if I don't 
like this new man better, I may * him. * 
M God. Thou art a ſtrange gid N 
'- MGr. Quite the reverſe; 4 Fd. patter. An- 
dence; why, 2 you have me leſs n of 8 per- 
ſon than my — 5 : 
M Ged. 2 
M Gr. Why, I fay, child, my fortune being in money, 
I have ſome in India- bonds, ſome in the bank, ſome on 
this loan, ' ſome on che other; ſo wo * one fund 8 
I have a fare reſource in the reſt. 
M God. Very true. 
M Gr. Well, my dear, juſt ſo I manage. my 1 
affairs: If T ſhould not like this man—if he ſhould not 
like mb=—if we ſhould quarrel—if, if-—or in ſhort; if any 
of the ifs ſhould happen which you know break engage · 
1 of erery day, * by _ 1 r 1 thall 101 never at 


| ; A | 
NG. Quite aer Wen, nod Ney M6 on oper 
many 3 ſeeurities 0 you at preſent Pry out _ ' 


your love W 


164 re. | 
Mr. Three: The ſober Sir James Elliot; the new 
Aoi and this af expect a formal pro- 
poſal from an old friend of my father. 
M God. Mr Wilding? 
-  M Gr. Yes; but I don't ben "or" upon kim: | 
for you know, my dear, chat can L do with an àuk- 
ward, raw, college cub! Though, upon ſecond thoughts, 
that mayn't be too bad neither; for as I mult have the | 
| MY of him, he we be eaſily moulded. to de 
mind. | 
1 4 Serbant. . 
Ser. Mir Wilding, Madam. 
Fe wn Show him in. [Exit re, need 
„ my dear; we have no particular; buſineſs.” { 
2 Gd. I wonder, now, what ſhe ills Ares bu. - 
ne . h tu J 
Enter Old Wilding. Ivy {Þ 

O Wild. Ladies, your ſervant,” I wait upon yoo, Ma. þ 
dam, with a requeſt from my ſon, that he may- be per- | 
mitted the honour of kiſſing your hand. ' | 

Gr. Your ſon is in town; then? 

O Wild. He came laſt night, Ma'am; and though but 8 
juſt from the univerkity, Lthiok I may venture to affirm, G 
with as little the air of a pedant as—— | 

Ar. I don't, Mr Wilding, queſtion the accompliſh- 
ments of your-fon;. and ſhall own too, that his being 
deſcended from the old friend of my Andes is to me the 

ſtrongeſt recommendation. 5 | 
ill. You honour weg Madam. M 

M Gr. But, Sir, I have ſomething; to iſay— 4; 

0 Wild. Pray, Madam, ſpeak out; it is impolible to fa 
be too explicit on theſe important occafions2 .. 

M Gr. Why then, Sir, to a man of your wiſdom co 
and experience, L need not obſerve, that the loſs. of 2 
patent to counſel and direct at this ſolemn eriſis, has 
made a greater degree af perſonal AY Piece in | 
me. it e aal! 2 
O Vill. PerfeQly right, Mai am. £ 
M Gr. We live, Sir, in a very cenforicus, . 
young woman can't be too much on her guard; nor 
. ſhould I chooſe to admit any man in the quality of a lo- 


ver, if there was not at leaſt a ſtrong probability 
7 8 Pr TT Will 
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O WVild. Of a more intimate connection. I hope, Ma- 
dam, you have heard nothing to-the eee my 
ſon. 

M Gr. Not a ſyllable: but you know, Sir, Som are 
ſuch things in nature as unaccountable antipathies, aver- 
ſions, that we take at firſt ſight. I n be glad there 
could be no danger of that. 

O Mild. J underſtand you, Madam: you thall have all 
the ſatisfaction imaginable; Jack is to meet me imme- 
diately; I will conduct him under your window; and if 
his figure has the misfortune. to diſpleaſe, I will take care 
his addrefles ſhall never offend you. Your moſt obedient 


ſervant. _ [Exit. 


1 Now, there is a polite, ſenible, old father for 


7 God. Ves; and a very diſcreet, prudent daughter 
Kit is likely to have. Oh, n are a 9.708 hypocrite, 
1 1 2 


"Soto wo for you, dub 7a Mi Godfrey, J 
Sir James Elliot to wait on your yſhip, 9 
Grantam. J 7? 


Ar. Lord, 1 hope he won't flay long here. 8 


2 


comes, and ſeems entirely wrapt'vp. in the 8 What 


can be the 8 — Lao 
Enter Sir James Elliot, 

Sir Fe. In paſſing by your door, — 
Ma'am, of i inquiring after The 4 1 

M Gr, Very obliging. I hope, Sir, you receiꝰd a 
favourable 8 8 

Sir Fa. | | did-not know but you might bare: caught 
ooo laſt ni 

M'Gr. FA why, Sir, I hope I didn't deep with 
— bed- chamber window 29825 

Sir Ja. Ma' am! . | T5 

| M 6r.,\Six!! TX * 


Sir Ja. No, Ma'a am; but i it was eber hazardous to 


ſay: ſo late upon the water. „ 
M Gr. Upon the water! 
Sir Fd. Not but the variety of amuſerient, it _ 
be own'd, were a ſufficient temꝑtation : 
XS What can he be driving at now? 4 * 
7 
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Sir Ja. And pray, Madam, what think you of Young 
Wilding? is not be -a gay, agreeable, ſpright! 
| 5 10 1 never give my on of people 1 don't 
now. 
2 42. You don't know him! TR 
Br F ml * father I did bot bet at your door! 
Moſt likely you did; 
Sir Ja. I am glad you own _— however: wo fot 
the ſon, you never— - ' ELON 
M Gr. Set eyes pon him, F B 10 
Sir Ja. Really? WO , VR, ee 
Mr. Reall 
Sir Ja. Finely l Now, Madain, 4 you 
hs that one of us is jult going to make a very ridicu- 
lous figure? 
M Gr. Sir, I never bad the leaſt doubt of your talens 
for excelling in that way. | 
Sir Ja. Fro 'am, you do me honour: but it does not 
happen to fall to my lot upon this occaſion, however. 
Hnr. And that is a wonder!—what, then I am to 
be the fool of the comedy, I ſuppoſe? 

Sir Ja. Admirably' r at Rut , all daſh the ha 


Sir Ja. Know then, and bluſh, if you are not as | lot 
to ſhame as dead to erde = I am a> e to 
Sir Ja. From your firſt airing the ba 
ſet-houfe, to your laſt landing at White 
reach? 
M Gr. Why, you deal in magic. | A 5 
former? 
Sir Ja. Freely; Madam. + Only py very individual 


of that triumphant laugh. 0 
M Gr. I dare the attack, 86 on, Sir. 
8 * laſt night's tranfaQions: | 
: M Gr. Indeed! 
ING SY 
M Gr. Surpriſing! 
IIS. Cupids, oditiong fealts, breworks all have 
roll. My intelligence is as natural as it. is u 
MGr. May-I be indulg' with the name of your in- 
© ſpark to r 1 ou were indebted for 1. * 
on. {1 Niete ü ad 0:57) e "MG 
02 Ps 
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Mr. But his name? . 
Sir Ja. Voung Wilding. nen TRL 
N You bed tis ty from lar 4 21 

Sir Ja. I had. * 

Mr. From Wuding!— That i is amazing. 

Sir 7a. Oh ho! what, you are confounded at laſt! 
and no evaſion, no ſubterfuge, no—/ | y 
M., Look ye, Sir James; what you can mean by 
this firange ſtory, and very extraordinary behaviour, it is 
impoſſible for me to conceive; but if it is meant as aa 
artifice to palliate your infidelity to me, leſs pains would 
bave 3 your purpoſe. 

Sir. "Oh, Madam, I know you are provided. ,. 

M L. Matchleſs inſolence! As you can't expect that 


T % 
1 * 4 © 


Sir Ja. 7 6650 ER you feel pain at my e 
but you reſt ſecure you will have no interruption 
5 I really think it would be pity to part two 
people ſo exactly formed for each other. Your Lady- 
ſhip's ſervant. e eing. I But, Madam, though your 
ſex OF om any farther, reſentment, yet the 
preſent obje&t of your. favour may have ſomething to fear. 
LExit. 
M Gr. very well. Now, my Jear, I hope you will ac- / 
knowledge the prudence of my plan. Lo what a pretty 
condition I muſt have been reduc'd, if my hopes had 
reſted upon one lover alone! 
M God. But are you ſure that your method to multi- 
py may opt be the means to reduce the number of your 
ves? 
. M Gr. Impoſſible hy, can't you diſcern that this 
fam of Sir N Eliot s is a mere fetch to favour his 


retreat! - | 
M God. And you never ſaw Wilding? | 
M Gr. Never 


M Gad. There i is ſome myſtery in this. I babes too 
here in my hand, another mort cation that you * 


endure. ; 
Mr. Of what kind? 20s | 
N 7 M Gad. 
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M Gr. A little allied to the laſt: it is from the mi. 
litary ſpark you met this morning. 1 

M Gr. What are the content??? 

M Gid. Only a formal declaration of like” 

M Gr. Why, you did not ſee him, | 


Cod. But it ſeems he did me. 


Mer. Might I peruſe it 2“, Battles nο wounds 
lab n. Bad Eupid-— pri a'mine—eruelty 
ie on a counterſca 1p—eycs—atti nc, rg 

It is Ware te to You.” 41. 
gs 7:50 I told/ybitſg. 5 715 
Mr. You will pardon, me, my dear; but I reill 
can t compliment yon W. the e of a a conquelt 
at my expence. 

I Ged. That would be enough to make me valu: 

But why do you think it 55 fo impoſſible? 

M Gr. And do you poſitively want a reaſon? * 

M Ged. Pofitrvely. - | 

M Gr. Why, then, I ſhall refer you for an anſwer to 
4 faſthful counſellor and moſt accompliſh'd critic, 

God. Who may that be? | 

Mr. The mirror upon your toilette. 

9 N God. Perhaps you may differ in e., 

M Why, can glaſſes flatter? 

V God. I can't ſay I think that neceſſary, 

Mr. Saucy enough But come, child, don't let 
us quarrel upon ſo whimſical an occaſion; time will ex- 

plain the whole. Vou will favour me with: cet opinion 

of Young Wilding at my window. * 

M God. I attend you. FR 

Gr. You will forgive me, my dear, the nende hint 
1 7. it was meant merely to ſerve you; for indeed, 
child, there is no quality ſo iuſufferable 7 in a young wo» 
man as felf-conceit and vanity. | 

M God. You are moſt prodigiouſly abliging. 

M Gr. I'll follow you, Miſs. [Exit Miſs Godfrey. 
Pert thing !—She grows immoderately ugly. I always 
reeht her aukward, but ſhe is now an abſolute fright. 

M Ged. (within.) G Miſs „ A hero's at 

and, ; 

M Gr. I come. HR, Dig 

M God. As L live, the very individual e 


4 M Gr. 
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M Gr. No, ſure!—Oh Lord, let me have a peep. 

M God. It is he, it is he, it is he! 

Enter Old Wilding, "Young Wilding, and Papillion. 

O Wild. There, Marquis, you muſt pardon me; for 
though Paris be more compact, yet ſurely London co- 
vers a much greater quantity.—Oh, Jack, look at that 
corner-houſe; how d' ye like it? 

Y Wilt. Very well; but I don't ſee any thing. extra- 
ordinary. 

O Hild. I wiſh, though, you were the maſter of what 
it contains. 

Y Wild. What may that be, Sir? 

O Wild. The miſtreſs, you rogue you: a fine viel, and 
an immenſe: fortune ; ay, and a prudeat. ſenſidle wench 
into the bargain. 

Y Wild. Time enough yet, Sir: RG 

O Wild. I don't ſee that: You are, lad, the laſt of our 
race, and 1 ſhould be glad to ſee ſome probability of its 
continuance, - 

Y Wild. Suppoſe, Sir, you were to repeat your en- 
deavours; you have cordially my conſent. 

O Wild, No; rather too late in life for that _— 

ment. 
T Wild. Why, Sir, wobld you recommend a condition 
to me, that you diſapprove of-yourſelf ? . 

O Wild. Why, firrah, 1 have done my duty to the 
public and my family, by producing you: Now, Sir, it 
is incumbent on you to diſcharge your debt. 

Y Wild. In the college cant, I ſhall beg leave to tick 
a little longer. 

0 Wild. Why, then, to be ſerious, ſon, this is the very 
buſineſs I wanted to talk with you about, In a word, 
I wiſh you married; and by providing the lady of that 
manſion for the purpoſe, i have proved myſelf both a 
father and a friend, 

Y Wild. Far be it ad nie to queſtion your care; yet 
ſome preparation for fa important a change 

O Wild. Oh, I will allow you a week. : 

1 Wild, A little more knowledge of the world. 

O Wild. Chat you may ſtudy at leifure. - - 770 

Hud. Now all Europe is i arms, my deſigu was to 


ſerve my country abroad. 
Vor. II. 0 mu. 


ach ew 
* 


it 
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O Wild.. You will be full as uſeful to it by recruiting 


her ſubjects at home. 


Y Wild. You are then reſolv'd 7 
O Wild. Fix'd. 


1 Wild. Poſitively? 


O Wild. Peremptorily. 
Y Wild. No prayers — 
- O Wild. Can move me. | 
Y Wild. How the deuce ſhall I get out of this toil? 


[Ade I— But loppole; Sir, there ſhould be an unſur- 


mountable obje&iqn? 

O Mila. Oh, leave the reconciling that to me; Lam an 
excellent caſuiſt. 

Y Wild. But I ſay, Sir, if it ſhould be 197, a g to 
obey your commands? 

O Wild. Impoſſible !—T don't underſtand | 

Wild. Oh, Sir !—But on $14 knees firſt Es me crave 


your pardon. 


O Wild. Pardon! for what? 

Y Witd. I fear I have loſt all title to your future fa- 
vour. 

O Wild. Which way? | 

7 Wild. I have done a deed— 

O Wild. Let's hear it. 

Y Wild. At Abingtong in the county of Berks. 

O Wild. Wells? 

* W ild. I am 

O Wild. What? 

2 Wild. Alread , 
O Wild. Married! 4 
Pap. Married! 

Y Wild. Married. . | 

O Wild. And without my cookeas? 55 

7 Wild. Compell'd; fatally fore“ d. Oh, Sir, aid you 
but know albthe circumſtances of my ſad, ſad et your 


3 


rage would ſoon convert itſelf to pity. 


O Wild. What an unlucky event !—But riſe, and let 
me hear it all. | 
Y Wild; The ſhame and l 1 ied feel refiders 
that taſk at preſent impoſſible: I muſt therefore rely for 
the relation on the good offices of this faithful friend. 
8 Me, Sit! Ls never heard one Wundt the Wn 
i 
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O Wild, Come, Marquis, favour me with the particu+- 
lars. 

Pap. Upon my vard, Sire, dis affair has ſo ſhock me, 
dat I am almoſt as incapable to tell de tale as your ſon, 
—[To Young Wilding. ]J—Dry-a your tears. What can 
I ſay, Sir?- a 

Y Wild. Any thing.—O0' [Seems to weep. ] 

Pap. You ſee, Sire. 

0 Wild. Your kind conceru .t the misfortunes of my 
family calls for the moſt grateful acknowledgment. 
Pap. Dis is great misfortunes, ſans doute. 

O Wild. But if you, a en, are thus aſſected, 1 
muſt a father feel? 

Pap. Oh, beaucoup, reat deal more. 

O Wild. But ſince t es is without a remedy, let us 
- know the worſt at once. Well, . at Abington? 

Pap. Ves, at Abington. 

O Wild. In the county of Berks? 

Pap. Dat is-right, ia the pe of Berks, 

Y Wild. Oh, oh! . 
O Mild. Ah, Jack, Jack! are all my bepes then 
Though I trad to aſk, yet it mult be known; who is 
* fri De gi , ri Young Wil * 

r to Xoun 
Who hal I Thy? N ding. 

TY Wi 7 Any bod ety: A : 

- Pap. For 85 irl, I can't m nd. 

wy 7” Her condition? EM 7 | 

Pap Pop nde condition ; dat is to be ſure. Bus 
458 is no help ¶ Aide to Young Wikeg- ]—sSir, I am 
quite a-ground, | 

0 Wild Yes, I read my ſhame in his reſerve: ſome 
artful huſſey. | | 

Pap. Dat may be. Vat you call huſſey? 
0 ild. Or perhaps ſome common, creature, But I'm 
pr r'd to hear the worſt. | 

ap. Have you no mercy? 

Y Wild. Pu ep to your relief, Sir. 

Pap. O Lord, a happy deliverance. 

Y Wild. Though it 1s almoſt death for me to ſpeak, 
yet it would be infamous to 7 the en of COLIN 

2 


. 
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ſuffer by my ſilence. She is, Sir, of an ancient houſe 
and unblemiſhed character. a 

O Wild: That is ſomethin 

TY Wild. And though her . may not bs ale to 
the warm wiſhes of a fond father, yet. 

O Wild. Her name? 

T Wild. Miſs Lydia Sybthorp. 

O Wild. Sybthorp I never heard of the name.— 
But proceed. 

2 Will. The latter Be of laſt long vacation, I went 
with Sir James Elliot to paſs a few days at a new pur- 
chaſe of his near Abington. There, at an aſſembly, it, 
was my chance to meet and dance with this lady. | 

O Wild. Is ſhe handſame? 

| I Wild. Oh, Sir, more beautiful 

O Wild. Nay, : no raptures; but go on. 

Mild. But to her beauty the adds politeneſs, a abi. 
lity, and diſcretion; unleſs the analen that Ai 2s 
by fixing her affection on me. | 

0 Vill Modeſtly obſerved. 

Fila. I was deterr'd from a public declaration of 
my paſſion, dreading the ſcantineſs of her fortune would 
prove an objection to you Some private interviews ſhe 
permitted. 5 

O Wild. Was that ſo decgat ?—But love and prodegcy 
madneſs and reaſon. 

Y Wild. One fatal evening, the twentieth of Septem- 
ber, if I miſtake not, we were in a retir'd ropm, inno- 
. cently exchanging mutual vows, when her father, whom 
we expected to ſup abroad, came ſuddenly upon us. 1 
had juſt time to conceal myſelf in a cloſet. | 
- © Wild. What, unobſerved by him? 

Y Wild. Entirely. But gs my ill ſtars would have it, 
a cat, of whom my wife is vaſtly fond, had a few days 
before lodged a litter of kittins in the ſame place; I un- 
happily trod upon one of the brood; which ſo provoked 
the implacable mother, that ſhe flew at me with the fury 
of a tiger. 

O Wild. J have obſerv'd thoſe creatures very fierce in 
defence of their young. 

Pap. I ſhall hate a cat as long as I love. 


05 id. The noiſe rous'd the old gentleman” 5 atten- 
tion: 


* 
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tion : he opened the _ and there diſcover'd your 


fon. - 
Pap. Unlucky. 

XY Wild. I ruſh'd to the door; but fatally my foot 
lipt at the-top of the ſtairs, and down I came tumbling: 
to the bottom; the piſtol in my hand went off by acci- 
dent; this alarm'd her three brothers in the parlour, 
who, with all their ſervants, ruſh'd with united force up- 
on me. 

O Wild. And ſo furpris iz'd you! 

＋ Wild. No, Sir with y Tword I for ſome time made 
a gallant defence, 3 ould have inevitably eſcap'd, 
but a raw-bon'd, over - grown, clumſy cook. wench, 
ſtruck at my ſword with a kitchen- poker, broke it in 


two, and 0 me to ſurrender at diſcretion; the 


conſequence of which is obvious enough. 

GO Wild, Natural. The lady's reputation, your condi- 
tion, her beauty, your love, all combin'd to make mar- 
riage an unavoidable meaſure. 

Y Wild. May I hope, then, you rather think me un · 
fortunate than culpable? _ 

O Wild. Why, your ſituation is a ſufficient excuſe: 
all I blame you for is, your keeping, it a ſecret from me. 
With Miſs Grantam I ſhall make an aukward 


but the beſt apology is the truth: I'll haſten and j 5; 4 
it to her all—Oh, Jack, Jack, this is a mortifying buſi- 


neſs, 
Y Wild. Moſt melancholy. CE vit Old Wilding. 
Pap. Jam amaz'd, Sir, that you have fo nn con- 
ecal'd this traulaction from me. 
Y Wild. Heyday! what, do you believe it too? * 
Ms Believe it ! why, is not the Rory of the mar- 
true?. | | 
"- Wild. Not a ſyllable. # 
Pap. And the cat, and the piſtol, and the {ke 
'F Wild. All invention. And were you really taken 
in? 
Pap. Lord, Sir, how was it poſſible to avoid . 


Mercy on us! what a collection of circumſtances have 


you'crawded together! 
＋ Wild. N the mere effefts of. genius, Papil- 
P3 lion. 


% 


: 
— — — — — 
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lion. But to deceive you who ſo thoroughly know 


me! 
Pap. But to prevent that for the future, could you 


not juſt give your humble ſervant a hint when you are 
bent upon bouncing. Beſides, Sir, if you recolle& your 
_ fix'd reſolution to reform h 


YT Wild. Ay, as to matter of fancy, the mere ſport 
and frolic of invention: but in caſe of negeſſity - why, 
Miſs Godfrey was at ſtake, and I was forc'd to uſe all 


my fineſſe, | 
Enter a Servant. kk | 
Ser. Two letters, Sir. [Exit. 
Pap. There are two things, in my conſcience, my ma- 


ſter will never want; a prompt lie, and a ready excuſe 


for telling of it. % - > 
Y Wild. Hum! buſineſs begins to thicken upon us: 
A challenge from Sir James Elliot, and -a rendezvous 


from the pretty Miſs Godfrey. They ſhall both be ob- 


ſerv'd, but in their order; therefore the lady firſt. Let 


me ſee—I have not been twenty hours in town, and I 


have already got a challenge, a miſtreſs, and a wife; 
now if I can but get engaged in a chancery-ſuit, I ſhall 


have my bands pretty full of * Come, Pa- 
I [ Exeunt. 


pillion, we have no time to be idle. 
ein. 
Miſi Grantam and Mifs Godfrey. 

M God. PON my word, Miſs Grantam, this is 
| but an idle piece of eurioſity: you know 
the man is already diſpos'd of, and therefore 

* MGr. That is true, my dear; but there is in this 
* affair ſome myſtery, that 1 muſt and will have ex- 
« plain'd. | 4 > | 

Gad. Come, come, I know the grievance You 
© can't brook that this ſpark, though even a marrie 
© man, ſhould throw off his allegiance to you, and ente 
© a volunteer in my ſervice. © 14 


Mr. And ſo you take the fact for granted 
M God. Have I not his letter? i | 
| 6 M Gr. 


This ſeene is omitted only when the piece is done as a farce, 


; * 
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r. Conceited ereature—1 fancy, Miſs, by your 
* vaſt affeRion for this letter, it is the firſt of the nd 
« you have ever received. 
M Gad. Nay, my dear, why ſhould you he pleats 
« at me? the fault is none of mine; I dropt no hand- 
« kerchief; I threw out no lure; the bird came willing - 
ly to hand, you know. 
er. Metaphorical too! What, you are ſetting 
up for a wit as well as a belle! Why, really, Madam, 
to do you juſtice, you have ful as fine en to 
« We as the other.” 
« M Ged. I fancy, Madam, hy world will nat 16 
their judgment eicher from the 5 75 of a diſap- 
pointed rival. | 
M Gr. Rival! admirably rally'd. —But let me tell 
you, Madam, this ſort of behaviour, Madam, at your 
6 1 houſe, whatever may be your — 1s 00 great 
of your breeding, Madam. 
Gu As to that, Ma'am, 1 I ſhall alway» 
* ſhow a proper reſentment to any inſult that is offer d 


« me, let it be in whoſe houſe it will. The afhgnation,, 4 


* Ma'am, both time and place, was of your own contri- 
ving. | 
r. Mi ghty well, Ma'am! 
M Gad. Bot if, dreading a 9 you (think 
+ proper to alter your plan, your chair, I believe, is in 


6 wen 
M Gs. It is, Madam! then let it wait—-Oh, 1 


6 43 was your ſcheme ] but it won't take, Miſs : he 2 | 


* contrivance is a little too ſhallow. 

M Gad. I don't uuderſtand you. 

* MGr. Cunning creature! So all this infolcoed bb 
© concerted, it ſeems; a plot to drive me eut of the 
© houſe, that you might hav@the fellow all to yourſelf: 
* but I have a regard for your character, though you. 
* negle& it. Fie, Miſs, a pallips for & miareicd man! 1 
really bluſh for you. 

6 M Ged. And I mot ſincerely pity you. But wb 

* your choler a little: the inquiry you are about to make 
* requires rather a cooler diſpoſition of mind; and IF 
£ this time the hero is at hand. 

Mr. Mighty well; I am prepar'd, But, Mis 


„rn eren. 
Godfrey, if you really wiſh to be tted of all arti- 

«* ficial underhand ey in this , ſuffer me iu 
your name to manage the interview. 

M God. Moſt willingly > but he will recolle& your 
voice. 

* MGr. Oh, that is eaſily alter'd, 'F Enter a maid, 
© awho whiſpers Mi iſs Grantam, and exit. ]— It is he L = 
© hide yourſelf, Miſs, if you pleaſe. 

V God. Your hood a little forwarder, Miſs; _ 
© may be known, and then we ſhall have the language 
of politeneſs inflam'd to proofs of a violent paſſions 

N Gr. You are prodigiouſly cautious. 

Enter Young Wilding. © 

＋ Wild. This rendezvous is ſomething in the Bpe- 
* niſh taſte, imported, I ſuppoſe, with the guitar. At 
« preſent, I preſume the cuſtom is confin'd to the great; 
but it will deſcend; and in a couple of months I ſhall 
not be ſurpris'd to hear an attorney's hackney clerk 
« rouſing at midnight a milliner's prentice, with an Ally, 
© Ally Croter. But that, if I miſtake not, is the temple; 
8 andfes my goddeſs herſelf. Miſs cen ic | 

Mr. Huſh! | 

« 7 Wild. Am right, Miſs? | 
Mr. Softly. You receiv'd my letter I ſee, Sir, 

© Y Wild. And flew to the appointment with more 

Mr. No raptures, I beg. But you muſt not ſup» 
* poſe this meeting meant to encourage your hopes. 
« 7 Wild. How, Madam! 
Hr. Oh, by no means, Sir; for though I own 
figure is pleafing, and your converſation— 
10 M Ged. Hold, Miis; when did I ever converſe with 
© him? 

* MGr. Why, did not you ſee him in the park? 

© M Ged. True, Madam; but the converſation was 
© with you. . 

Gr. Bleſs me! you are very difficult. I ſay, Sir, 
* though your perſon may be unexceptionable, yet your 
© charafter—— 

« F Wild. My character 
Mr. Come, come, you are better known than you 

imagine. 

hy 2 Wild. 1 hope not. 


« 
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« M Gr. Your name is Wilding. | 
* 7 Wild. How the deuce came Os by that! True, 
Madam. 
M Gr. Pray, have you never heard ory a Miſs 
© Grantam ? | 
« Y Wild. Frequently. | | 
Er. You have. And had you never any favour- 
© able thoughts of that lad): Now mind, Mifs. | 
* 7 Wild. If you mean as a lover, never. The lady 
© did me the honour to have a ſmall deſign upon me. 
M God, I hear every word, Miſs. i 
M Gr. But you need not lean ſo heavy upon me; 
he ſpeaks loud enough to be heard hare been told, 
Sir, that | 
* Y Wild. Yes, Ma am, and very likely by the 8 
© herſelf. 
Gr. Sir! 5 
* Y Wild. Oh, Madam, I have another een in 
my pocket to Miſs Grantam, which re Sr 4 
in the morning 
« M Gr. Of what Had? | N 
« 7 Wild. Why, the lady, finding: a an | old humble 
© ſervant of hers a little lethargic, has thought fit to ad- 
* miniſter. me in a jealous” draught, in order to quicken 
his paſſion, | 
M Gr. Sir, let me tell you | 
« M Gad. Have a care, you will betray yourſelf. - | 
© Y Wild. Oh, the whole ſtory will 570 you infinite 
© diverſion : ſuch a farrago of fights and feaſts. But, 
© upon my honour, the girl has a fertile invention. 
© M God. So? what, that ſtory was yours; "was it? 
© Y Wild. Pray, Madam, don't I hear another voice ? 
* M Gr. A diſtant relation of mine. Every fyl- 
© lable falſe.— But, Sir, we have another _—_ a ainſt 
* you, Do you know any thing of a lady at Abing- 
© ton? 
* 7 Wild. Miſs S again. Yes, Madam, I have 
© ſome knowledge of that lady. 
« M Gr. You have? Well, Sir, and that being the 
© caſe, how could you have the aſſurance 
* 7 Wild. 4 moment's .paticnte, Ma'am. on 
| ay 


— 
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« dy, that Berkſhire lady, will, J can aſſure you, prove 


2 no bar to m = hopes. 
* M Gr. How, Sir; no bar? 

© 7 Wild. Not in the leaſt, Ma'am ; for that lady 
© exiſts in idea only. | 

Gr. No ſuch perſon! 

＋ Wild. A mere creature of the i imagination, 

« M Gr. Indeed? 
© XY Wild. The attacks of Miſs Grantam were 0 
© powerfully enforc'd too by paternal authority, that L 

0 a7 d no method of avoiding the blow, but by the ſhel- 
© tering myſelf under the conjugal ſhield. 


Gr. Vou are not marry'd then But what re- 


dit can I 8 to the profeſſions of a man, who, in an 
od 2 of ſuch i importance, and to a perſon of ſuch re- 
ſpect 

* 7 Wild. Nay, Madam, ſurely Miſs Godfrey ſhould 
5 not accuſe me of a crime her own charms have occa- 
* fhon'd. Could any other motive, but the fear of lo- 


© ſing her, prevail on me to triſle with a father, or com- 


« pel me to infringe thoſe laws which I have — ſo 
© ;nviolably obſerv'd'? 

« M Gr. What laws, Sir? | 
Vila. The ſacred laws of truth, Mam. 
Mr. There, indeed, you did yourſelf an infinite 
„ violence. But when the whole of the affair is diſco- 
© ver'd, will it be ſo eaſy to get rid of Miſs' Grantam ? 
The violence of her paſſion, and the old gentleman's 
6 obſtinacy —— 

Vila. Are nothing to a mind reſoly'd. 

M Gr. Poor Miſs Grantam ! 
Vila. Do you know her, Madam? 

Gr. I have heard of her: but you, Sir, I ſup» 
_ © poſe, have been long on an intimate footing ?- 
Mild. Bred up together from children. 

M Gr. Brave!—lIs ſhe handſome ? i 
© Y Wild. Her paint comes from Paris, and her femme 
de chambre is an excellent artiſt, 
Mr. Very well!—Her ſhape? _- 

«XY Wild. Pray, Madam, is not Curzon eſteemed 
9 the beſt ſay- maker for people inclin'd to be cy» 7 


\ * 
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Mr. But as to the qualities of her mind ; for in- 
i tance, her underſtanding? 

id. Uncultivated. 

« MGr. Her wit? 

* Y Wild. Borrowed. 

M Gr. Her taſte ? 

 YX Wild. Trifling. 

Vr. And her temper ? 

© Y Wild. Intolerable. 

Mr. A finiſh'd picture. But come, ' theſe are 
© not your real thoughts: this is a ſacrifice you think 
due to the vanity of our ſex. 

. Wild. My honeſt ſentiments : and to 88 
(you how thoroughly indifferent I am to that lady, I 
would, upon my veracity, as ſoon take a wife from the 
© Grand Signior's ſeraglio.— Now, Madam, I hope you 
© are ſatisfy d. 

Gr. And you would not ſcruple to acknowledge 
this before the lady's face? 

* I Wild. The firſt opportunity. 

© M Gr. That I will take care to provide you. nes 

u meet me at her houſe ? 

* Y Wild. When? | | 

M Gr. In half an hour. 

* 7 Wild. But won't a declaration of this fort appear 
odd at—a— _ 

* M Gr. Come, no evaſion ; your conduct and cha- 
rater ſeem to me a little equivocal, and I muſt inſiſt 
* on this proof at leaſt of —— _ 

+ 7 Wild, You ſhall have it. 

« M Gr. In half an hour? 

* 7 Wild. This inftant, 

M Gr. Be punRual. 

« 7 Wild. Or may I forfeit your favour. 

Mr. Very well; till then, Sir, adieu. —Now 1 
© think I have my ſpark in the toil ; and if the fellow + 
* has any feeling, if I don't make him ſmart for every 
6 „ AUO Os my dear, I ſhall ſtand in need of 

* your aid. + [Extunt. 

* 7 id. So 1 am now, I think, arriv'd at a criti» 
cal period. If I can but weather this point But 


' why ould I doubt it? R h 
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© that great man diſplays his abilities. But I ſhall want 
Papillion; where can the puppy be? 
Enter Papillion. 

© 7 Wild. So, Sir, where have you been rambling ? 
Pap. I did not ſuppoſe you would want 

© 7 Wild. Want! you are always out of the way, 
© Here have I been forc'd to tell forty lies upon my own 
credit, and not a ſingle ſoul to vouch for the truth of 
© them. 
Pap. Lord, Sir, you know 
Hild. Don't plague me with your apologies: but 
. © it is lucky for you that I want your aſltance. Come 
* with me to Miſs Grantam's. 

© Pap. On what occaſion ? 

Fila. An W one: but IN prepare you as 
© we walk. 

* Pap. Sir, I am really—I could wiſh you would be 
© ſo good as to 

© 7 Wild. What, deſert your friend in the heat of 
© battle ! Oh, you poltroon! 
Pap. Sir, 1 would do any thing, but you know I 
© have not talents. 

* 7 Wild. I do; and for my own lake ſhall not taſk 
. on too high. - 
2 _ Now I ſuppoſe the hour i is come whis we ſhall 
© pay for all, 
_ + 7 Wild. Why, what a | daſtardly, ; OT hearted— 

«© But come, Papillion, this ſhall be your laſt campaign. 
Don't droop, man; confide in your leader, and re- 


6 ny Sub auſpice Teucro nil deſperandum. 5 
» Scene, 'a Room. 


1 4 Krvant, conducting in Old Wilding. 

Serv. My lady, Sir, will be at home immediately. 

Sir James Elliot is in the next room waiting her re- 
turn. 

O Wild. Pray, honeſt Friend, wil you tell Sir Thich 

that I beg the favour of a word with him. [Exit Ser.] 

This unthinking boy ! | Half the purpoſe. of my life has 


been 


bebe third act uſually begins here when the piece is done as a 


d L : 
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been to plan this-ſcheme for his hoppineſe, _ in one 
heedleſs hour has he mangled all. 

Euter Sir James Elliot. 


Sir, I aſſe your pardon ; but upon ſo intereſting A ſub- 
ject, I know you will excuſe my intruſion. Pray, Sir, 


of what credit 4s the = of-the jor in Berk»: 


ſhire? 
Sir Fa. Sir! 5 
0 2 I don't mean as to ptoperty:; that I am not 


ſo ſolicitous about; but as to their character: Do they 
live in repdr ation? Are they reſpected. in the neigh» 


bourhood ? 
Sir Fa.. The family: of the! Sybthorpes 1 
0 Wild. Of the Sybthorpes. 
Sir Ja. Really I-don't know, Sir. 
O'Wild. Not know! | 
Sir Fa. No; it is the very firſt time Lever heard of 
the name. 


0 Wild. How Readily he denies it! Wal done, Ba- 


ronet ! I find Jack's account was a julboue.. Le ] 
Pray, Sir James, recolle& yourſelf. 


* 


Sir Ja. It will be to no purpoſe. 

O Mila. Come, Sir, your motive for this aifebhed | ig- 
norance is a generous, but unneceſſary proof of [your 
ay for my ſon : but I know the whole _—_ 

Sir Ja. What affair? 

0 2 Jack's marriage. bil [ | 

3 What Jack? "7 1 

1d.” My fon Jack. 

Sir Fa. Is he marry'd ? 

OI 7 Is he marry'd! why, "aka; be 

Sir Ja. Not I, upon my honour. ä 

ON 2 Nay, that is going a little: too far: but to 
2 all your ee once, he has 1 it him - 

= "7 He has! | 2 

Ay, ay, to me. ©. Every kn - 

ing * your 8 at Abington— meeting Lydia 
Sybthot pe at the aſſembly their private interviews 


ſurpris d by the father p e ; 


in ſhort, every particular- 


3 And this account you had from your ſon? 
oL, II. | Q. | 0 
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_ »O Wild. From Jack; not two hours ago. 
Sir Ja. I wiſh you joy, Sir. | 
O Wild. Not much of that, I believe. 
1 a. Why, Sir, does the ne diſpleaſe you? 
714. Doubtleſs. 
ir Then I fancy you ma make ourſelf eaſy, 
Si Fa Ws fo? 7 you'may Y y 
95 Ja. You have got, Sir, the moſt wat Gauge: 
in - law in the Britiſh dominions. 
O Wild. Lam happy to hear it. 
Sir Ja. For though ſhe may'nt have 3 you 
much, I'm ſure he'll not coſt you a farthing. 
0 Vil Ay; exactly Jack's account. 
_ - She'll be eafily jointur'd. 
2 Juſtice ſhall be done her. 
25 a. No proviſion neceſſary for younger children. 
© Wild. No, Sir! why not ?—I can tell you, if ſhe 
| e yu account, not the daughter of a duke 
Sir Ja. Ha, ha, ha, ha! 0 
0 2 You are merry; Sir. 
88 What an unaccountable fellow? 
O Wild. Sir! ; 
Sir Ja. I beg your pardon, our, 1177 wich regard 
to this marriage | 
O Wild. Well, Sir! | | 
E e 1 take the whole hiſtory to be neither more 
nor leſs than abſolute fable. | 
O Wild. How, Sir? 
Sir Fa. Even ſo. 
O Wild. Why, Sir, do you rhink my ſon would dare 
to impoſe upon me? | 
Sir Ja. Sir, he would dare to impoſe _ 12 body. 
Don't I know him: 
O. Hild. What do you know? > 
Sir Fa. I know, Sir, that his narratives gain. him 
more applauſe than credit ; and that, whether from con- 
ſtitution or habit, there is no believing a ſyllable he 
1a 
- on I. Oh, mighty well, Sir — wants to turn 
| tte tables upon Jack.—But it won't do; you are fore- 


ſtall'd; your novels won't 15 wot me. 
7 * Sir! | th 


o Wil 
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O Mild. Nor is the character of my ſon to be blaſted 
with the breath of a bouncer. 

Sir Ja. What is this? 

O Wild. No, no, Mr Mandeville, it won't 40; you 
are as well known here as in Your own county of Here- 
ford. 

Sir Ja. Mr Wilding, but that I am ſure this extra - 
vagant behaviour owes its riſe ta ſome imÞudent i impo- 
fitions of your ſon, your age would ſcarce prove your 
protection. | 

O Wild. Nor, Sir, but that 1 Kno my boy equal to 
the defence of his own. honour, ſhould he want a pro- 
tector in this arm, wither'd and . as you may 
think it. | 

Enter Miſs Grantam.  - 

Mr Gr. Bleſs mes gentlemen, what is the meaning of 
this ? | 
Sir Ja. No. more at preſent, Sir: I have another de- 

mand upon your ſon ; we'll ſettle the whole together. 

O Wild. I am fure he will do you juſtice. 

M Gr. How, Sir James Elliot! I flatter'd myſelf 
that you had finiſh'd your viſits here, Sir. Muſt I be 
the eternal objeR of your outrage ? not only inſulted in 
my own. perſon, but in that of my friends! Pray, Sir, 
what right 1 

0 Wild Madam, I aſk your pardon ; a diſagreeable 
occaſfion brought me here: I come, Madam, to re- 
nounce all hopes of being nearer ally'd to you, my ſon 
unfortunately being married already. | 

M Gr. Married! | 

Sir Fa. Yes, Madam, to a lady in the clouds : and 
becauſe I have refus'd to acknowledge her family, this 
old gentleman has behay gi in a manner very inconſiſtent 
with his uſual politeneſs. | | 

O Wild. Sir, I thought this affair was to be reſerv'd 
for another occaſion; but you, it ſeems——— 

M Gr, Oh, is that the buſineſs !—— Why, Ibegin to 
be afraid that we are here a 1990 in the wrong, Mr 
Wilding. * | | 

O Wild. Madam! | by 

M Gr. Your ſon has juſt confirm'd Sir 1 Elliot's- 
opinions at a conference under Miſs Godfrey's window. 


Qz | O Wild. 
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O Mild. Is it poſſible? 

M Gr. Moſt true; and afſign'd two moſt whinfcal 
motives for the unaccountable tale. 

O Hd; What can they be? 

Mr. An averſion for me, whom 10 5 ſhes bot 
once; and an affection for Miſs Godfrey, whom I am 
. almoſt ſure he never ſaw in his life. 

O Wild: You amaze me. 

Mr. Indeed, Mr Wilding, your fon | is a moſt * 
traordinary youth; he has finely perplex'd us all. 
think, Sir James, you have a ſmall obligation to "MN ; 

Sir Ja. Which 1 ſhall take care to ackoowltuge the 

firſt: opportunity | 

O Wild. You have my conſent. An abandon'd pro- 
fligate! Was his father pepper ſubject for his But 
1 diſcard him. | 

M Gr. Nay, now, entlemen, you are rather too 
warm: I can't think Mr r Wilding bad- hearted at the 
bottom. This is a levity 

0 Vild. How, Madam, a levity! 

M Gr. Take my word for it no more; inflam'd; into 
habit by the approbation of his juvenile friends. Will 
you ſubmit his puniſhment to me?. I think I have the 
means in my hands, both to ſatisfy your reſentments, and 
accompliſh his cure into the bargain. 

Sir Fa. I have no-quarrel ach. WY but for the ill of. 

ſices he has done me with you. | 

Mr. Dye hear, My Wilding ? Fam aſraid my o- 

Pinion with Sir James muſt cement the general peace. 

O Wild. Madam, I ſubmit to any — | 

Enter a Servant. 

Ser. My Wilding to wait upon you, Madam. «Beit, 

 MGr. He is punQual, I find. Come, good folks, 
you all act under my direction. Von, Sir, will get from 
your ſon, by what means you think fit, the real truth 
of the Abington buſineſs. Vou muſt likewiſe ſeemingly 

conſent to his marriage with Miſs Godfrey, whom I 

ſhrewdly ſuſpect he has, by ſome odd aceident, miſtaken 

for me; the lady herſelf ſhall appear at your call. Come, 

Sir James, you will withdraw. I intend to produce 

Tut performer, who! will want letle inſtruction. 

r? 


3 ; Enter 
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7 —＋ Enter Kitty. 4 f 

Let Tok ſhow Mr Wilding in to ) his father : then come 
to my drefling-room ; 1 have a ſhort. ſcene to give you 
in ſtudy, [Exit Kitty.) The girl is lively, and, L 
warrant, will do her character juſtice. Come, Sir James. 
Nay, no ceremony z we meg be as buſy as bees. | 

 "[Exenmnt. 

0 Wild. This Airange boy But 1 muſt command oy | 
temper. Þs 

T Wild. ( ſpeaking as be enters. J=——People to ſpeak 
with me! See what they want, Papillion. "oY father 
here ! that's unlucky enough. 

O Wild. Ha, Jack, what brings you heed 817 
Y Hill. Why, I thought it my duty to wait upon 
M.iſs Grantam, in order to make her ſome apology for 
the late unfortunate— * 

O Mild. Well, now, that is prudently as well as po- 
litely done. N 

Y Wild. I am 8 to meet, Sir, with your appro- 
bation, _ 

0 Mild. I have been thinking, Jack, about my daugh- 
ter in law: as the affair is public, it is not decent to let 
her continue longer at her father's. 

Y Wild. Sir! 

O Wild. Would it not be right to ſend for her home? 

Y Wild. Doubtleſs, Sir. | 

O-Wild. I think. fo, Why then, to morrow my cha- 
riot ſhall fetch her. 

7 Wild. The devil it ſhall! [Aide We. quite fo 
ſoon} if you pleaſe, Sir. | 

Ot No) Why not? | 

Mild. The Journey may be a in ber pre- 
ſent condition. | 

 O-Wild. What's the matter with her? 

Y Wild. She is big with child, Sir. . 

0 Wild. An audacious Big with child! that is for | 
tunate. But, however, an eaſy. carriage, and ſhort ſtages, | 
can't hurt her. 
Til. Pardon me, Siu, L dare not truſt her i ſhe is* 

ſix months gone. 
O Wild. Nur, theny there may be' ' danger indeed. 
Qs * 
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But ſhould not 1 write to her father, juſt to let him 


Fs know that you have diſcovered the ſeeret ? 
Fil. err raya will make him extreme» 


Is happy: 
Mila. why, then; I will inflantly about. i it. . 
how do. you direct to him? 
F Wild. Abington, Berkſhire. 
O Wild: True; but his addreſs? | 
FT Wild. You need not trouble yourſelf, Sir: I ſhall 
write by this 8 and will * Jun letter 
inclos'd; . 
O Wild. Ay, ay, that will do 2-1/1 + | [Going: 
Y Wild. So, I have parry'd' that chruſt. 
O Mild. Though, upon ſecond thoughts, Jack,. that 
will rather look too familiar for an introductory letter. 
YT Wild. Sir! 
O Wild. And theſe country: gentlemen. are full of 
punct ilios No, I'll ſend him a Cowes = ſo . 
his direction. | 
Y Wild. You have it, Sir. 
- O Wild. Ay, but his name: I have bean ſo. buryd 
that I have entirely forgot it. 
'Y Wild T am ſure ſo have I. TAfide: lis name 
— his name, Sir—Hopkins. 
Od. Hopkins! ; 
Y Wild. Yes, Sir. 
O Wild. That is not the ſame obey you gare me 
before : that, if I recolleQ, was either Sypthorpe or 
Sybthorpe. 8 
| Y Wild. You are right, Sir ; chat i is his paternal ap · 
pellation: but the name of Hopkins he took for an 
eſtate of his mother's: ſo he is indiſcriminately- called 
Hopkins or Sybthorpe ; and now I recolle& I have his 
| _ in my polyp figns himſelf Sybthooys Hop- 
ins. 
0 Mild. There is no end of this : : I muſt ſtop him at 
once. Hark ye, Sir, I think you are call'd my ſon? 
Y Wild. 1 hope, Sir, you have no reaſon to doubt it. 
O Huld And look upon yourſelf as-a-gentleman? 
2 Wild In haviog the 3 of nn from 
on Wild. And that you mak a | ſufficient pretenſion ? 
TY Wild, 
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7 Wild. Sir—pray, Siv— 
O Vid. And by what means do you imagine Four 
- anceſtors obtain'd that diſtinguiſhing title? By their 
pre- eminence in virtue, I ſuppoſe. 

Y Mild. Doubtleſs, Sir. 

2 . And has it never occurr'd to you, that 7 

7 hanaur might be loſt by infamys 1 
or” 22 erfectly, Sir. 

O Wild. Are you to learn what redreſs even tha' 4 im- 
putation of a lie demands; and that nothing leſs than 
the life of the adverfary can extinguiſh the affront? 

Y IVild. Doubtleſs, Sir. 

O Wild. Then, how dare you call yourſelf a gentle- 
man? you, whoſe life has been one continued ſcene of 
fraud and falſity! And would: nothing content you but 
making me a partner in your infamy? Not ſatisfied with 
violating en gew band: of ſociety, mutual confidence, 
the molt ſacred rights of nature muſt be- invaded, and 
your father made the innocent inſtrument to cireulate 
your .abominable impoſitions!- - | 1 

Y Wild. But, Sir! 

O Wild. Within this hour my life was near ſacrifie'd 
in defence of your fame; But perhaps that was your in - 
tention ; and the ſtory of your marriage merely caleu- 
| lated wo and m ond of the world, as a: nne 
for my bringing you into it. 

J Wild. For heaven's ſake, Sir. 

- © Wild, What other motive? 

TY Wild. Hear e. J intreat you, Sir. | 

O Wild. Yo be again impos'd on! no, Jack, my eyes 

are open'd at laſt. : 

"r Wild. By all that's ſacred, Sirn— 

O Wild. I am now deaf to your deluſions. 

XY Wild. Aut hear me, Gon Lown the d e bus 
ſineſe.— 

O Wild. An abſolute tion. 

Y Wild. I do. | 

O Wild. And how dare YOU 

Y Wild. I crave but a moment's r 

O Wild. Go on. 

Z Wild. Previous tar communication of your in- 

A | tention 
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tention for me, I accidentally met with a ons whoſe 


Charms —— 


O Wild. $o!—what, here's another marriage trumped 
out? but that is a ſtale device. And, pray, Sir, what 


place does this lady inhabit? Come, come, go on; you 
have a fertile invention, and this is a ſine opport unity. 


Well, Sir, and this charming lady, reſiding, 1 "oppoſe, 
in nebibur— 
Fila. No, Sir; in London, of 
O Wild. Indeed! - | 
Y Wild. Nay, more, and at thi int i in this houſe, 
O Wild. And ber name / e 
Fila. Godfrey. 
O Wild. The friend of Miſs Ona 
7 Wild. The very ſame, Sir. 
O Wild. Have you ſpoke to her? 
Z Wild. Parted from her not ten minutes ago; nay, | 
am here by her appointment. 
Oil. Has ſhe favour'd your addreſs? | | 
. Y Wild. Time, Sir, and: your rg will, I 
ope. 
O Wild: Look ye, ir; ns there is ſome little probabi- 


lity in this ſtory, I ſhall think it worth farther inquiry. 


To be plain with you, I know Miſs Godfrey; am inti- 
mate with her family; and though you deſerve but little 
from me, I will endeavour to aid your intention. But 
if, in the progreſs of this affair, you praiſe any of your 


_ uſual arts; if I diſcover the leaſt falſchood, the leaſt du- 
| plicity, remember you have loſt a father. * 


7 IHFild. I ſhall ſubmit without a Mundt. ! 
Exit Old | Wild 
Enter Papillion. 


« Y Wild. Well, Papillion. 


Pap. Sir, here has been the devil to pay within. 


+ Y Wild. What's the matter? 
Pap. A whole legion of cooks, ernennen mu- 


( ſicians, waiters, and watermen. 


« 7 Wild. What do they a, 
c Pap. You, Sir. #1 % 
© 7 Mild. Me! 
; © Pap. Yes, Sir; they have brought in their bill 
* 7 Wild. Bills! for what? 1 
: | ap. 
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Pap. For the entertainment you gave laſt night up: 
© on the water. 

« Y Wild. That 1 gave! 

Pap. Ves, Sir; you remember tre bil of fare: 1 am 
« ſure the very mention of it makes my mouth water. 

« Y Wild. Prithee, are you mad? There muſt be ſome 
© miſtake you know that I— ' 

Fab. They have been vaſtly puzzled to find out your 
© lodgings; but Mr Robinſon meeting by accident with 
Sir James Elliot, he was kind enough to tell him where 

you liv'd. Here are the bills: Almack's, twelve dozen 
* of claret, ditto Champagne, Frontiniac, ſweetmeats, | - 
© pine-apples:: the whole amount is L. 372, 96. belides 
« muſic and fireworks. 

H Wild. Come, Sir, this is no time far trifling.. | 

Pap. Nay, Sir, they ſay they have gone full as low 
© as they can afford; and they were in hopes, from the 
great lallefaction you expreſs'd. to Sir James Elliot, 
* that you would throw. them i in an additional compli- 

ment. | 

« 7 Wild.” Hark ye, Mr Papillion, if you don't ceaſe 
© your impertinenoe, I ſhall on a compliment that 
6 — would gladly. exeuſe. PI 

Pup. Upon my faith, I relate but the mere watter N 
© of fact. You know, Sir, I am but bad at invention 
though this incident, I can't help thinking, i is the na- 
© tural fruit of your happy one. n 

Mild. But are you ſerious? is this poflible?) 

Pap. Moſt certain. It was with difficulty 1 reſtraind 
* their impatience; but, however, I have diſpatch'd 
* them to your lodgings, with a promiſe that you ſhall 
immediately meet them. : 

Hild. Oh, there we ſhall ſoon rid our hands of the 
© troop. Now, Papillion, I have news for you. My 
yore. has got to the bottom -g the whole Abington: bu--- 

neſs. 

Pap. The deuce? 5 

7 Wild, We parted this mama... Such a ws 

Pap. And' what was the iſſue? Ly 
O Mall. Happy beyond uy hopes. Not only an a 

of oblivion, but a „ to . my cauſe with the 


fair, 
Pap. 
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Pap. With Miſs Godfrey! . 

Y Wild. Who elſe ! is now with her in another 
room. 
Pap. And _ is e underſtand | me—in. all 


this? 


Y Wild. da: no; that 1s all over pep wa reforma - 
tion is fix'd. 
Pap. As a weather - cock. 
Y Wild. Here comes my father. 
Enter Old Wilding. | 
O Mili. Well, Sir, I find in this laſt article you 5 | 
condeſcended to tell me_the truth: the young lady is 


not averſe to your union; but in order to fix ſo mutable 


a mind, I have drawa up a flight contract, which Lye are ' 
both to ſign. 
Y Wild. With tranſport. 
O Wild. I will introduce Miſs Godfiey: | « 794 
X Wild. Did not I tell you, Papillion? . 
Pap. This is amazing, indeed! 
Y Wild. Am not 1a happy fortunate 2——But they 


come. 
Enter Old Wilding and Miſs Godfrey. 

O Vila. If, Madam, he has not the higheſt ſenſe of . 
he great honour you do him, I ſhall ceaſe to regard 
him. —— There, Sin, make your own n 
to that lady. 

T Wild. Sir 

O Wild. This is more des you merit; but let 2 
future behaviour teſtify your gratitude. 

7 Wild. Papillion! Madam! Sir! 

O Wild. What, is the Puppy petrified ! Why don't 
you go up to the lady? | 

'Y Wild. Up to the lady!—That lady? 

O Wild. That e be an What other lady? 
— To Miſs Godfrey? 

T Wild. That lady Miſs Godſrey 2 

O Wild. What is all this?—Hark ye, Sir; I fee what 
you are at: but no trifling; I'll be no more the dupe 
- of your double deteſtable—Recolle& my laſt reſolution; 
This inſtant your band to the Ane or tremble at the 


co pes: 
Mak, EE Wild. 
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TY Wild. Sir, chat, I hope, 6-renight not 1 be 


ſure - 
O Wild. No Cookers eel There, Sire 
Y Wild. Heigh ho! [Signs it.] | 
| IG Very well, Now, Madam, your name if you 
eaſe 3. 

TY Wild. Papillion, do you know wh ſhe is? 

Pap. That's a queſtion indeed! Don't pie Got: 

Y Wild. Not I, as I hope to be ſav'd. 

A . Ae 
Ser. A young lady begs to with Mr ildin 
Y Wild. young 1 110 0 a . 
M God. A young lady with Mr Wilding! | 

Ser. Seems diſtreſs'd, Madam, and extremely preſſing 
for admittance. * 

M Cod. Indeed | There may be ſomething i i this! 
You muſt permit me, Sir, to pauſe a little: who d 
but a prior claim may prevent — | | 

Hild. How, Sir, who is this lady? | 

Y Wild. It is impoſſible for me to divine, Sir. 

O Wild. You know nothing of her? 5 7 

Y Wild. How ſhould 13 | | 

UV Wild. You hear, Madam. 

M Ged. I preſume your ſon can den no daten 6 to 
the lady's appearan | 
Y Wild. Not in the leaſt, Madam, 

M God. Show her in, John. 7 [Exit Ser. 
0 Wild. No, Madam, I don't think there is the leaſt 


room for ſuſpecting him; he can't be ſo abandon'd as 


to— But ſhe is here. Upon my word, a ſightly woman. 
| Enter Kitty as Miſs Sybthorpe. | 
Kit. Where is he: Oh, let me throw my arms—mmy 
life, my— 
Y Wild. Heyday! 
Kit. And could you leave me? and for ſo long a ace? | 
Think how the tedious time has lagg'd along. 
Y Wild. Madam: bs 
Kit. But we are met at laſt, and now wil Nr no 
more. 
Y Wild. The deuce we won't! 
Kit. What, not one kind look; no tender BED to hail 
our ſccond mecting !, 
| T Wild. 


. 
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7 Wild. What the devil is all this? 
Kit. Are all your oaths, your proteliations, come to 
this? Have I deſerv'd ſuch treatment? Quitted my fa- 
ther's houſe, left all my friends, and wander'd here a- 
lone in ſearch of thee, thou firſt, laſt, only object of my 
: love. 
O Wild. To what ean all this tend? Hark ve, Sir, 
unriddle this myſtery. 
Y Wild. Davos, ao Mdipes m It ie beyond me, 
1 confeſs. Some lunatic "Op from, her keeper, I ſup- 


Kit Ain I difown's then, contend, /lighted? 

O Wild. Hold; let me inquire into this matter a little, 
Pray, Madam Los ſeem to be Net familiar here. 
Do you know this gentleman? * | 
Hit. Too well. 85. 
O Wild. His name? | . | 

Kit. Wildin g 

O Wild. So Elie ion is eight, Nor pen 2 8 

Kit. Wilding. 

Omnes. Wilding! 

O Wild. And how came you hy that name, I 

Kit. Moſt lawfully, Sir: by the moe band, the holy 
tie that made us one. 

O Wild. What, marry'd to him! 

Kit. Moſt true. 

Omnes. How! 

1 Wild. Sir, may I never 

O Wild. Peace, e queſtion more: 
Your maiden name? 2 

Kit. Sybthorpe. f 8 
2 0 Wild. Wb 12255 Abingron, i the I of 
Berks? | 

Lit. The 6 
O Wild. As 1 ſuſpected. So. thes de whole fory is 
true, and the monſter is marry'd at laſt. | 

Y Wild. Me, Sir! By all that's 

O Wild. Eternal dumbneſs ſeize thee, meifarefs lar! 

Y Wild. If not me, hear this A TE 
quis 


| Pap. Not I; In be drawn into none of Jour 2 — 
SET 
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it is a pit of your own digging ; and ſo get ont un well 
as you can. Mean time 1'll ſhift for myſelf. as 

O Wild. What evaſion now, monſter? 

M God. Deceiver! | 

O Wild. Liar! 8 

M God. Impoſtor! 

Y Wild. Why, this is a INE conination to di- 
ſtract me; but I will be heard. Sir, you are groſsly i im- 

sd upon: the low contriver of this woman's ſhallow 

artifice I ſhall ſoon find means to diſcover; and as to 

you, Madam, with whom I have been ſuddenly ſurpris'd 
into a contract. I moſt ſolemnly declare this f is the firſt 
time I ever ſet eyes on you. | 

O Wild. Amazing confidence! Did not I bring * at 
your own re at 

TY Wild. | 

M God. Mag not this your own letter? 

TY Wild, No. 7 

Kit. Am not I your wife? 

T Wild. No. 

O Wild. Did not you own it to me? 

Y Wild. Le chat i is—no, no. 

Kit. Hear me. a | 

Y Wild. No. 65 LE 

M God. Anſwer me. 3 75 1 

Y Wild. No. | 

O Wild. Have not I— 

T Wild, No, no, no. Zounds! you are all mad; and 
if I ſtay, I ſhall catch the infection. [Exits 

Enter Sir James Elliot and In" Grantam. vl 

Omnes. Ha, ha, ha! 

M Gr. Finely perform'd. 

I. Wild. You have kept your . and I thank you, 
adam. 

Mr. My medicine was ſomewhat rough, Sir; but 

in deſperate caſes, you know— 

0 Wild. It his cure is completed, he will gratefully 
acknowledge the cauſe ; if not, the puniſhment comes 
far ſhort of his crimes, It is needleſs to pay you an 
compliments, Sir James; with that lady you can't fal 
to he happy. I ſhan't venture to Hint a ſcheme I have 
greatly at heart, till we have undeniable proofs of the 
| Vor. 3 R ſucceſi 
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ſucceſs of our operations. To the ladies, indeed, no 
character is ſo dangerous as that of a liar : 
They in the faireſt fames can fix a flaw, 
And vanquiſh females whom they never ſaw, 


AM. 
—_ 
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Eh 
Between Miſs Granran and Orb Wir onde. 
” By a Man of Fasn10N. . 


M Gr. AD, Sir i AY 5 
Our plot concluded, and flrie juſtice done, 
Let me be heard aa counſel for your ſon. "MAD | 
Acguit I can't, I mean to mitigate : | 
 Proeſeribe all lying, what would be the fate | | 
Of this and other earthly flate ? _. | 
Conſider, Sir, if once you cry it down, * 
You'll fbut up ev'ry coffees houſe in towon : 
The tribe © politicians will want food ; 
£Ev'n now half-famiſbp'4——for the public goed. 
All Grubſtreet murderers of men and ſenſe, 
And ev'ry office of intelligence, er 
All ms 2. 3 whole lying race, 
And no Gazette to publiſh their diſgrace, 
O Wild. Tos mild a ſentence ; muſt the good and great 
Patriots be wrong'd, that bookſellers may eat ? | 
M Gr. Your patience, Sir ; yet hear another word, 
Turn to that bull where Jaſtice wiclds her ſword: _ 
Think in what narrow limits you would draw, 
By this proſeription, all the fons of laws; 
For "tis the fix d, determin'd rule of courts, 
Vyner will tell you, nay, ev'n Cole's Reports, 
All pleaders may, when difficulties riſe, 
z Dy gain one truth, expend a hundred lies. 
G Wild. To curb this practice I am ſomewhat loath,; 
A lanvyer has no cred't but gn oath. _ 15% 
M Gr. Then to the ſofter ſex ſome favour ſbow ;—— y 
| brave us Ee of our modeft Ne! "1 
O Wild. 0h, freeely, Ma we'll that allowance givey 
$d that two-Noes be beld 2 " N : . 
Provided ever that your Piſs and Hl., | 
e all vceafions bud be dtm d a lie. 
* | 


2" 


EPILOGUE. 

M Gr. Hard term; / 3 | | 
On this rejoinder then I r my cauſe ; | 
Should all pay homage to "Truths ſacred laws, 
— us examine what would bt the caſe : 

„ many a great man would be out of place. 

8 Wild, 1 Froould many a virtuous charatter veflore, 

M Gr. But take a character from many more. 

O Wild. Though on the fide of bad the balance fall, 
Better to find few good, than fear for all. 

M Gr. ' Strong are your reaſons ] yet, ere T ſubmit, 
. T mean to take the voices of the pit. 5 N 
1: it your pleaſures that wwe make d rule, 
That ev ry liar be proclaim'd a b, 
Fit ſubjets for cur euthor's ridicule f 
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CUNNING MAN. 


A MUSICAL ENTERTAINMENT. 
in 7Wo ACTS. 
ren the De & Pillage of Rotnynans 
Br Da CHARLES BURNEY.. 


Rom 
— — — ___—_ 
: * 


; SRO Pungon An, 


Conn! 15. Doc Mr Champoetl, 
Colin, | EE » Me Vernon, 
Pale, 2 2 | „Mrs Arne. 


Villagers, 


* 


| ACT 1 WF 
The Theatre repreſents a rural ſcene, with the Cunning 
Man's houſe on the fide of a ga: | 


5 habe, (weeping, and wiping her eyes with her apron.) 
AL 
' OST is all my peace of mind, 
ob Since my Colin proves unkind? 
Alas! he's gone for ever, * 
Ah, finee he has learn d to rove, 


Fein would 1 forget my love: 
Ah we! ah me! vain is =p. aue. 


- 


| | ISS 4 
* \ 
: * 
a 5 . 
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RECITATIVE. 
He loy'd me once thence flows my pain: 
Who then is ſhe has won my ſwain? 
Some charming nymph?—Ah, ſimple fair! 
And fear'ſt thou . my ills to ſhare? 
Colin for me has ceas'd to burn; | 
Thou too, ere long, may'ſt have thy turn 
But why for ever thus complain? a : 
Since nought can cure my love, 
And all augments my L wet | 


5 | 
« Loſt.is all my peace of mind; | 
Since my oa, proves unkind; © * 21 
A e's gone for ever! 
ECITATIVE. 


© I fain would hate him nay, I ought: 
Perhaps he loves me ftill—yain thought! 
Why, then, for ever from me fly, 
© Whoſe-preſence once was all his joy? 
Here lives'a Cunning Man, who well 
Our future fortune can foretel. 
Ah, there he is—of him I'll know. 
If love will always prove my foe. 
r. Cunning Man. 
(Phœbe telling money, and he itating as ſpe approaches the 
Cunning Man, o whom gives the money, which b, 
xX been counting and 6 Klan ina paper during * 8 
Phæbe. Will. Colin ne'er be mine again? 
Tell me if death muſt end my pain? 
C. Man. I read your heart, and his can tell—- 
8 O Heav'n- | 
Man. -—Y our grief aſſuage—- 5 
Fhæbe. el Tn HATERS £220, 
Colin—- 
C. Man. — To you is falſe of late—- 
' Phebe. Ah me, I die!——-go on— | 
C. Man. —And'yet b 8 * ** 
Hle always loves you 
Phahe. — What? what faid ye! r "7 $I 
C. Man. More . but wh fair, the lady 8 
3 | 


& — : 7 
9 . * 


oy 
— 0 . 


* 
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| Who dwells hard by— _— 
+ Phebe. — To her he roves? © 7 
C. Man. But you, I've faid, he always loves— | 


 Phebe. And always flies! 


0. Nan. — On me depend, . * 
I ſoon the rover back will ſend. 


. Colin is vain, d of drefs, | 
And that has love you leſs: 
An outrage, t I fear, 


His love ow nh + ſhall repair. 
R. 


Phae. MHadI . ** am'rous ditty c 
| Breath'd by ſparks about the town; 
Ah, how many ſpruee ag} witty | 
Lovers there I might have won! 


Dreſs'd as fine as any lady, | 
1 6ſhould then each day have ſhone, 
Bright and beautiful as May- day, 
With rich lace and ribands on. 
Had I heard, &c. 


But for love of this ungrateful, 
I from ev'ry joy could part; 
Rich attire to me were hateful, 
If it robb'd him of my heart. 
' Had I heard, &c. 
RECITATIVE. 
c. Man. His heart I'll ſoon reſtore; 
Beware you never loſe it more; 
But, ard, his paſſion to increaſe, 
Feign, Feng 3 _ to love 928 leſs. 


If ovcaly, ws increaſes; 2. K 
If contented, ſound he ſleeps: 
She who with coquetry teazes, 
Faſt in chains her ſhepherd keeps. 

RECITATIVE. 
Phe Rebgn'd to your advice alone— 

C. Man. With Colin you muſt change your tone. 

| Phebe. - Though hard the tafk, I yet will feige | 

| : & To i imitate ns fickle fwan. 


\ 3" * 7 4 
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Sn Tn 19 EP | 
I'll teaze him and fret him, 
And ſeem to forget him; 
Vil t ey'ry art to recover my ſwain: 
Diſguiſing my ſorrow, 


; The airs I will borrow - ; * 
Of flirts and coquettes, whom at heart I diſdain, ; 
'- RECITATIVE. 3 

C. Mas. Be wiſe, howeer you fright th* ingrate, 


Nor him too cloſely imitate. 


Ny art now ſays he'll ſoon be here; 
| r 07 ONE. 
<7 [Exit Phabe. 
C. Man. Tho? Colin toll me all I know, 
| He wonder can conjure . 43 
And both admire the magic - 


By which I find ont—what they tell 
Here comes the ſwain—and now I'll try 
To touch his heart with jealouſy. 
| Enter Colin. 
Colin. By love and your inſtructions wiſe, 
I now for Phoobie wealth Geipel 
I pleas'd her once in habit plain, 
What greater bliſs ean fin*ry gain? 
C. Man. Thou'rt now forgot, ſo long thou'ſt rang'd., 
Colin. Forgot! Oh heav'n! is Phœbe chang'd ? 
C. Mar. Did ever woman, young and fair, 
| For wrongs like hers, revenge forbear ? 
Calin. No, no, my Phœbe will ne'er deceive me, 
She will ne'er forget her vows: . | 
For other ſhepherd can ſhe leave me? a 
Can ſhe be another's ſpouſe? - , 
* NECITAT IVB. 
C. Man, N05 ſhepherd”s now to you preferr'd; 
But tis a e e 7 — lord. 
02— 


Colin. Who told you ” 0 
Gi Man, —My art— | 
Calin. —No doubt 8 
" Your ſkill uf ſecrets can and PY * 
Alas! how dearly I ſhall pay = 


For being weakly kd att!) 
©. | 


's 
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C. Man. 


Colin. 


C. Man. 


EE CUNNING MAN. 


Is Phœbe then for ever loſt? 

By fortune love is oſten croſt. 

If pretty fellows we muſt be, 

Tis ſometimes at our coſt, "4 li 

Oh, lend your aid! 1 

— Let me conſult 

My books The taſk is difficult [Exit Colin. 


ETB Cunning Man takes a conjuring book out of his 
pocket, and with his white. wand 1 2 75 4 ſpell. during 


' the Symphony 


C. Man. 
Colin. 
C. Man. 


G. Man. 


2 
The charm is ended, Enter Colin. 
Hither comes the maid offended. 
Can I appeaſe her quſt diſdain? 
Her pardon may I hope. t'obtain? 
A heart that's truly kind and tender, 
Propitious ſoon a nymph. may render 
But at yon fountain wait, till ſnue 
Approach, and ſpeak ow deſtiny; [Exit Col. 
But firſt I'll ſee th? afflicted maid, 
And with my ſage advice will aid. 
From lovers, credulous as theſe, 
I. quickly gain both fame and fees; 
And hen once their union's crown'd, 
Be prais'd by all their-neighbours round: 
Who hither haſten from all parts, 
To learn who ſteals their goods — and hearts. 


For, luckily, they ne'er find out 


Whence all our. ſcience comes about. 
&:$::Ko; ... 
Some think in the ſtars we are able, 
Paſt, preſent, and future to read: 
Some think, from white wand, or gown ſable, 
The whole art and myſt'ry p "Wh 
But they know not the 
Of.a true Cunning Man, 


"When fortune will rude be, or ciel, 


Some think we by magic are toldz 


f And ſome, that we deal with tlie devil, * 


To whom we've our carcaſſes fold: 
But that's not the plan 
of a true Cunning Man. 


Bu 
„ | _ 


THE CUNNING» MAN. 


And to us have their ſecrets betray'd, 
We for hearing their tale and then 
Are ſure to very well pard.—- 

And this is the plan 


Of a true Cunning Man, [Exits 


Bn hn fd er IN 

bony A Om Prep. 

* Corts . | 
8 wb 0 "POR: Th 
don rming en ew 

I , gran IR 
6 
* 2 | 
anxious cares, 
b. 5 n the 1 whom I adare,, 
I then may fee renew'd once more 


, = _— ba be ene EL 


1 


Love with love if but repaſd, 
Is there need of other bliſs? 
Give me baek thy heart, ſweet mala: 


Colin has reſtor d thee bis. 


mu my ook and oaten reed 
Shall my only trappings prove: 
Bleſs'd with Phebe. ſhall I need 
Other treaſures than her love? 
| Love with love, &c. * 
's What great lorde did er'ry hour 
For * Fhebe fond] lebt | 


Y et, in Tpight of all their po T, 
B+ happy are than I. 


Lose with love if but — 


* 


© Give me back thy heart, ſweet. m 1 
„ * r thee his * 
: - 


* 2 = - 


2 g 
at. — 
* 1 o 
7 ' 4 © 
» 
- - 
* - 
1 * 
. 


But when folks have been at our dwelling, 


'P 4 Ils there need of ot blies: i 
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eben TREE: $4 | 1 
Cots RE CIT. accompanied. ( 
Col. Ahl here ſhe comes, I tremble at her fight. | 
PIl e'en retreat She's loſt if once I fy." pe 
Pheb. He ſees me now I'm in a dreadful TOR. 


Ze fill, my heat: CA.. s 
Cel. I'll een my fortune try. [ Afide. Wl 
Pheb. I'm nearer got than I at firſt defi [ Afede. 

Col. On, on I'll ge; there's no retreat, Pa. Ade. 
[To Phœbe, in a ſoothing and canfuſed tone 97 voice. ] 1 
_ + Sweet Phabe! are you a ay? | 
I Colin am 


O look this 4 | | 
 Pheb, Me Colin lov'd— Colin was tru > 
I ſee not Colin—yet ſee you. © 
Cl My heart has never chagg d—ſome we 
| Enchantment did my ſenſe begui ? F 
But our ſagacious Cunning Man Bet 
Has broke the tharm—and now, __ 
In ſpite of envy, you will find, 
I'm Colin ftill, and ſtill more kind. 
Pheb. 1 5 in Loy turn, am now purſu'd 3308 
ll, which ne'er can be ſubdu'd 
oning Man— ö TT” 
Col. Hons. TS REW „ + il + 
Pheb. A youth of greater conflaney— - % 
Col. Ah! death will quickly end my "5% 
If Phoebe from her vows depart! 
Phe. Your future cares in vain wi prove; 4 
No, Colin, you no more I love. | ( 
Col. Your love from me's not yet departed; > 
f No, conſult firſt well your breaſt: 
| To kill me, were you ſo hard- hearted, | 
Would deftroy your peace and reſt. [ 
Pheb. Ah me! [ Aide. ]—No, by you betray'd, 
Uſeleſs all your cares will prove, ©. 
Since Colin now I ceaſe to love. 
Col. Um then undone!—Ah, cruel mad! 
Since tis your ure I ſhould die, 
he 


For ever II lage fly, © _ 
Keira Ah, Ab, Cain * {ea 
. 8 * 2323 


* 


a , 


” 
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Phe. —And wilt thou go? 
Col. Muſt I then feel the double wo, 
To loſe thy heart, forego thy charms, 
And ſce thee in a rival's arms? 
D U E T. 5 1 
Pheb. While I my Colin knew to pleaſe, + F 
| No other wiſh I had to name. N 
Col. I thou ht my joy could never ceaſe, 
| Phœbe own'd a mutual flame. 
Pheb. But 108 to me his heart's denied, 
Mine's given to another ſwain, 
Col. Ah! ſince the gentle knot's untied, 
Does another bliſs remain? 
My dear Phœbe then will leave me! 
Pheb, I fear a lover who'll deceive. 
Bth, I diſengage me in my turn: 
My heart's now in a peaceful ſtate, 
- - And will, if poſſible, forget, 


That &er it did for Gel burn. 


Cal. However great the wealth or pleaſure | 
Which new engagements would have given ; 
' Pheebe I thought a greater treaſure 
Than all the goods that's under heav'n. 
Phzb, Though a young and charming lord © 
as often woo'd me to his arms; | 
Colin was fondly then preferr'd 
To all his proffer'd wealth and charms. 
Col. Ah, my Phaebe!—— | | 
Pheb. A too fickle W —v¹tn! f 
Muſt 1 then love, in ſpight of all diſdain ? 
x PRELUDE. 
[Phabe remind; Colin of a riband in bis hat, which had 
been given him by the lady ? He throws it away; and ſhe 
gives him a more tran one, which he receives with 


tranſport. 
U „ 
Cal. Colin now his faith'bas plightedz 


— 


* 


| A ; Nor longer will rove. 
eb. be now her heart has plighted, | 
| * t will prove, | 


„ 


oY 1 
- 
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Beth. When by Hymen united, | 
How endleſs our love! | $, 
5 Euter Cunning Man. 
2 Ma. My pow 2 enchantwentdire acheaſe, 
Ws And, ſpight of envy, giy'n your love increaſe. 
Col. Our N by this are ill expreſs' d. | 
3 [T hey ſeverally offer bim a preſent. 
C. Man. Pm anply pad if you are bleſs'd. 
15 Nc 17 — bath 6 band: | 


| \ Haſte, haſte, ye _—_ — 
24M . Haſte, haſte, ye jocund ſwains ; | 
| Aſſemble here, aſſemble . 21 
| And imitate this pr. 
. Gay ſhepherds, quit be big: N 
| Fair nymphs from. pillage haſte: + ?:? 
Their joy, in tuneful trains, 45 14 
Come ſing, and learn to taſte. 


Enter a Company of a" og of be beth ſexe. 8 


* H O RUS. Cd ee Cunaing 11 3 
- Since Colin now has ceas d to range, 
Let's celebrate the happy change: | 
May their home be bleſt with peace, Fa I 
1 And their love each day increaſe! . 
c HOR US. {Without the Cunning Man.] 
« Sing, ” nymphs and ſhepherds, the praiſes 
| * Loudly. fing, of our Cunning Man. 
h « A dead Pallon to life he raiſes, N 
| And makes true and happy the ſwaih,” -- 
tr. Al gies» wh er 24 
Mer give a noſaęry to - apart 
Þ ts gt ents its Plieebe.] ' 
—_ kü give Phoebe 4 7255 2 leu. | 
: ow | it * bre 


c «© In — ID £ WP 
© New evils for ever I ſharep'' © * 


/ 


© Now cold, now heat-I endure, x 4 
n —— N 
8 9 But 


* Þy ? 
7 8 f 
8 
8 * 
- | | 4 
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But if Pbœbe's my bride, 
| And will-alt f paſt Callies Gorgret, 
While with her l refide, - | 

| A tharch'd houſe will have nopght 40 regret. 


From the-mead or the field, 3 
« If, fatign'd, I return when 'tis night; ; 13 
No. New life, new vigour, ſhe'll yield, 
New comfort and joy to. T Acht. 
Ere the ſan gilds the plain, 0 
Or reddens the tops of the g., ? 
I. ſhall charm al my pains M 
By finging with rapture our leo. 


C. Mas. We all with zeal mut here A 
Too fignalize ourſelves today: * 


* And ſinoe I cannot jump ſo high as v. 
«* My | part thall be to fing a ſoog that's vey. | 
25 ee : 
« Sometimes a paſſions raid by art, 3 8 LAY 
Sometimes tis nature gives the-ſmart; , - » 


Though. courtly lovers well can charms; . : 

g Vet village hearts are ſtill more warms 
1 Love is uf like April westher, W 
a Nebler the fame an hour 5 | Te: 
Fro, fickle, wanton wil ; 
Nothing, nothing but a child. Re "8" 
« Col. Tis but a child, tis but a child. | 
| *RECITATIVE,. we 
Stay, ſtay, there other 1 5 rr A 
And very pretty too, I fwen 4 | 
<8 AO Man, qaubho i pong the og 2 ” 


6 Pad! Let's ſee, — ſee—T eager burn; Lat 2 + . 
To fing a ſta r WT 
Tho! here alone with ate lore - g 
In ſimple guiſe delights to rave; 
af rege f. e . | 9 
_- 9 went arc. 323 
! I. l Love 
| p CRE 4 4 ; oC 
15 $5, 4. 1. 4_ 
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Love is juſt like April weatherr,ĩæ 
Nel er the ſame an hour togetlier:: 
Froward, fickle, wanton, wild. 
\; Nothing, nothing but a chill. 
CHORUS. - 
* Tis but. a child, tis but a child. 
Col. A cheriſh'd flame we often ſee N 
Produc'd by ingenuity ; M31 Totten ofa hes 
A fickle heart we oft retain © 6 
{ Dy arts coquetiſh, light and van. 
Love is juſt lke April, &c. - 
| „ Phe: Yet love diſpoſes of us all, 
'« At bis own fancy's Sickle call 5 
Black jealouſy he now, permits, 8 
Now punithes our 9 9 . ' 
Love is jult like April, cc. 
* Col. From fair 5 farr, while fickly wt, | 
be happy moment's often loſt: 
„A benin quite conſtant oft will fad, 
4 He's leſs belov'd than one unkind; 
* Love is juſt like April, ce. 
Pe. On mortals yr caprice to prove, 
1 « Now ſmiles, now tears, awaken love: 
© RC OO n to read. 
© Colin. [Who helps 1 ber to deeypher it.] 
| « —Rebuff'& by rigour, far he flics. 
« Phe. By favours'weaken'd, faints, ard dies. 
* Both. Love is juſt like A 11 weather, 
| _ © Ne'er the ſame an hour . 


£ 


——— 


+ 


« Froward, fickle, wanton, wild, egy 
© Nothing, nothing * a child. © 1 
ny HO R U 4. i 
"© Tis but a child, tie but a child, 
A 1 R. | an YA 
« Phe. United with the ſwain'I love, © © © © 16th 
My life a round of joy will proves _ 
Of grief we ne'er can feel the ſtin 
_* While thus we laugh and dance * 4 
What a blefling is . + 


| $ N « If 'tis ſeaſon'd by love? N th 


Fe No care, no forrow, or ft 7 
+ |. «Cap its joy c er remove. 25 


* 


Tho 


— — 
* 


| Tho! noiſe and ſplendour they boaſt of in dab! | 


— 
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© Thus a gentle river flows, 
- e568 Meand'ring as it goes, 
£ F Through flow'ry meads which grace its r }. 
With I that's fair, and ſweet, and gay. 


© United with the Fenin Llove, 
© My life a round of joy will prove; 
© Of grief we ne; er can feel the ſting, 

Ry While thus we laugh, _ dance, and ng? 

— Let us now. it mirth and glee 
Laſſes and lads, beat, beat the ground: | 
Let us now dance all under this tree, 

To the ſweet pipe's enlivening ſound. 


WJ 
[Repeats with her ; the 2 ers ab at the «ſome. 
„ e e 


. Lats fk ug e 5 ak 


And in the joy that all may have part, 
Let each ſwain dance with his fav'rite fair, 
And let each laſs have the daf her heart.” > 
Then let us now dance, Ke. a 


„ 
— Ft 
* 


Mare) heart. felt enjoyments our feſtivalscromn.4 
While dance and ſonnn g 
Our bliſs prolong, ö 
And deauty warme 
With artleſs charme Cant bi 
What muſſe eier with our pipes ned ; 


Then let us all dance with mirth and glee ;. 1 * 
„Laſſes and lads, beat, beat the ground ;. oft 
Let us then dance all under this tree N 
To the ſweet pipe a enliv'ning ſounad. . 


N 
. 


Fd 


: 
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II xwo ACTS. 


Ur Me MURPHY. 


| DaAN A778 Pra. | 
| M es No 5 * 


1 9 ina c 1 1. 
une ate, and MG Hue * 


Mrs Hax to W. 
Y deer filter, let me tell u- 
Mit Har. But, my dear ſiſter, let me tell you it is in 


Vain; you can ſay nothing that will have any effeR. 


Mrs Har. Not if you won't hear Def hear me — 
Miſe Har. Oh, Ma'am, I know you love to hear 


. elf talk, and ſo pleaſe yourſelf but I am re- 


ved 


V, Har. Your reſolution may alter. | 


. Miſs Har. Never. 
1 Har. Upes a little conſideration. Ui 


* 


- * — 
7 


THE OLD MAI D. 1 
Mi Har. Upon no conſide ration. | 
rs Har, You don't know how that may be-—Re⸗ 


collect, fifter, that you are no chicken - you are not now r 


of the age that becomes — rower bh ei en 
Miſs Har. Age, Mam —— © WH, $445 
Mrs Har. Do but hear me, Gfter—do but tear ib 
A perſon of your year 


Miß Har. My years, iſteri!———Upen: =P woegt: 10 
«Mrs Har. Nay, no offence, ſiſter— 
Mi Har: But there is. offence, Ma'am : eat don't 


underſtand what you meant by it—always thwarting e. 


with my y years, indeed when perhaps, 
Nia am 51 W608 0 of old age, dene Lell me 
have reaſon to look about them. | 
Mrs Har. She feels it, I-fee—Oh, 1 delight zn mors 
tifying her. {.A/ide.] —Siſter, if I did not love yon, TE 
am ſure I ſhould not talk to you in this manner But 
how can you make ſo unkind a return now, as to alarm 
me about myſel In ſome ſixteen or eighteen years 
after you, to be ſure, I own I ſhall-begin to think of ma- 
king my my will—- How could you be ſo fevere 2-7 | 
r Har. Some fixteen or eighteen year} Bietet 
If you would own the truth, Ma'am—1 believe, Ma'am, . 
vou would find, Ma'am; that the nem, i. 
not ſo very great, Ma'am 1 

Mrs Har. Well, Þ vow- 1 becomes you indbdi- 
nately. It blends a few roſes with the lilies of your 

Mi Har. And though you 3 e e | 
ther, Ma'am, I would have you to know, Ma'am, that 
you are not thereby. any wayauthoriſed, Ma%am, to take 
unberomiag liberties wirh his ſiſter I am independ- 
ent of my brother, Ma? am my fortune i 1810 IO 5 
hands, Ma'am; and, Ma'am——- |, 

Mr: Har. Well, do you kcow now, - when your blood 
circulates a little, that [think you look mighty well — 
But you was in the wrong not to marry at my age—— 
ſweet three and twenty ! You can't conceive what a: - 
deal of good it would have, done your temper qu 29; 
ſpirits, if you had married early 

Miſs Har. Infolent !—provoking—female W. y 

Mrs. Har. But to be waiting till it 4s almoſt too late 


84 Ee 1 
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| in the day, and force one's ſelf to fay ſiraoge things — 


with the tongue and heart at variance] all the time,. 
4+ I don't mind the hideous men I ain very happy 


as I am” and all that time, my dear, dear ſiſter 


to be upon the tenter-hooks of expectation |. 
Ali Har. I upon tenter-hooks ? fl 
Mrs Har. And to be at this work of four grapes, till | 


one is turned of three and fort 


Miſs Har. Three and forty, Ma'am f 1 deſire fi- 

ter I deſire, Ma'am three and forty, Ma am 
Mei Har. Nay, nay, nay ; don't be angry don't 
blame me blame my huſband; he is your own bro- 


ther, you know, and he knows yo age—He told me ſo. 


Mb Har. Oh, Ma'am, I ſee your drift but you 


| - need not give yourſelf thoſe airs, Amke men don't 


fee with your eyes, Ma 'am Years indeed l threr 


and forty, truly — L' aſſure you— upon my word 


hah ! very fine — But I ſee plainly, Ma'am, what 
you are at — Mr Clerimontz; Madam | Mr Clerimont, 
filter! that's what frets you—A young huſband, Ma'am, 


_—younger than your huſband, Ma'am—Mr 8 
| _ me cel you, Ma'amo —. 8 


Enter Triſſe. 
1 | Tri A Ma'am ft r w. 
have got another letter ——— 
Mil Har. From whom from Mr Clerimont r 
r is it? 
Fri Yes, Ma'am——from Mr Clerimont, Ma'am. 
wi err r pe e eee 
1 70 Reads. 
65 Madam, 


— alli item wakes fo ilebirp 


„ mind with joy, with gratitude, that I want words of 


force to reach but half my meaning. I can only ſay, 


« that you have revived a heart that r e card 
you, and now beats for you alone.” 

There, bficr, _ that s er g -N. U | 
T Reads to berſelf« 

Mrs Har. Leith you joy, ſiſter.— I wiſh I had not 
wonk to Ranelagh with her laſt week Who could have 


. thought that her faded beauties Nr have T ſuch 


2 
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Ai Har. Mind here again, ſiſter— (rr. Ever 
- & fince I had the good fortune of ſeeing you at Rane · 
„ hagh, your idea has been ever preſent to me; and 


« ſince you now give me leave, I ſhall, without delay, 
% wait upon your brother; and whatever terms he pre- 


« ſcribes, I ſhall reafily ſubſcribe to; for to be 


« ſlave aan probe eee ane, | 


to remain 
. „ The humble of your admirers, — 3-44 
73 54,008 eee, - 


These, aer! N 
. Mrs Har. Well, n you joy agnio—but dds 
ber I tell you, take t you do.— He is youtgs. 
and of courſe _—__ and meonftant. 
Miſs Har. He is warm, paſſionate, and tender wit | 
r: Har. But you don't know how that may: 


laſt —and here are you going to break off a very ſuitable 
mateh - which all your friends liked and approved; a 
match with Captain Cape; who to be ſure 

Miſi Har. Don't name n. Cape, I beſeech. you; 
don't name him 


Met Har. Captain Cape, let me b you, * not to 


be deſpiſed—He has acquired by his voyages to India 


very pretty fortune — has a charming box of a houſe up- 
on — is of an age evenyrway leitende 
to yo 

Miſs Har. There again now: 4 age? age! for- 
ever A ars— years my years. Bot I tell you onee 
for all, Mr Clerimont does not fee with your eyes 1 
am determined to hedy'no more of Captain Cape —odious 
Hackney: Marſh! —— Ah, ſiſter, you * 1 * 
fee me married in a middling way 7” 

Mr Har. I, filter I am fare iy will 34 
more at your pre ſerment.— I am reſolved never to viſit 
her if Mr Clerimont marries her- — | [Afpae. 

Miſ Har. Well, well, I tell you, Mr Clerimont has - 
won my heatt—yontg—handfores—eich—rown- houſe 
country -houſe=—equipage==- To him, and only Min} 
will I ſurrender myſelf —Þ— Three and forty indeed 
la, ha!—You ſee, my dear, dear ſiſter, that theſe ſea- 
tures are ſtill regular and blooming that the g 
darting eye has not quite N — __ 


- 
k : . . 
— — 
. — 1 
—ͤ— — — —— — —— - rf ͤ ! — ̃ͥ—— — — > —ͤ—„— — —— —̃ — 


ther 
keep up a polite enmity with her go and ſec her, may, 
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made à conqueſt which your boaſted. verb be 
vain of-— |, 

Mes Har. Oh. . 1 beg your pardon if . 
taken too much liberty for your | 
- Miſs Har. I humbly thank you for your el, my 
order, dear, friendly ſiſter— Butadon't envy me, I beg 
you won't don't. fret yourſelf; you can t conceive 
what a deal of good a ſerenity of mind will do your 


| health ——P'Il ge and write an anſwer directly to this. 


charming, charming letter—Silter—yours. —— [*ſhall 
be glad to ſee you, ſiſter, at my houſe. in Hill- Freet, 
when. am Mrs Clerimont and rgmember what I tell you 
— that ſome faces retain their b and beauty longer. 


than you imagine my dear ſiſter Come, I rite—let 


me fly this ners he- . your ſervant, 
| CExit-with Trifle. 
- Mrs * Your ſernant, my dear Well am. 


| determined, to lead the gayeit life in nature, if ſhe mar- 


ries Clerimont— I'll have à new equipage, that's one 
thing—and 111 have greater ro ts than ber, that's ano- 
Poſitively, I muſt outſhine her there and II 


be once or twice in a winter Ma'am, Lam really ia ; 
hurrigd with ſuch a number of acquaintances, - that I 
can't poſſibly find time. And then to provoke her, 


„ wiſh you joy, ſiſter; I hear you are breeding.“ — 
ha, bal—that will ſo mortify her“ I wiſh it wh 


be a boy, filter ”-—ha; ha 338 then when her hu 

band begins to deſpiſe her, “ Really, ſiſter, I'pity you 
— had you taken, my advice, and married the India cap- 
tain— your caſe is a. compaſſionate one Compaſſion 


is ſo inſolent when a. body feels none at Ur hexer; 61— 


it is the'finelk; way of. . | 
Hier Mr Hayy 
Mr Har. Sa, my deary. how are my ſiſter's affairs g- 
on? | 
Mrs Har. Why, dear, ſhe has had another letter | 
from Mr or Why. mp. you ever hear of ſuch an odd 
W thing patched up in a hurry. here? 
Mr Har. Why, it is ſudden, to be ſutee— 
u rs; Har. Upon my word, I think. you had better ad- 
| Git ber age to break,off with Captain Cape. . * 
Fr 
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Mr Har. No—not "LP * wiſh ſhe may be married 
to one or other of them ſor her tem per is really grown 
lo very ſour, and there is ſuch eternal 9 LS 
ye both, that I wiſh to ſee her in her owii bd 2 

e and quiet of mine 's 
Mrs Har. Do you hoow this Me Clerimont'2 - N 

Mr Har. No; but 1 have heard of the family 
There is a very fine fortune—1 wiſh he ann, 
tentiou. | 
Mes Hors Whys 1 doubt it valtly. lb Lo 
Me Har. And truly fo do b; for, deen erde 

I ſee no charms in my ſiſter. 15 
Mrs Har. For my paft, I can't eben 3 
Ho ſhe could ſtrike his fancy, is to me the molt atto» 
niſbing hing — Alter this, 1 ſha} be ſurpriſed at oy 


- thin " of 
4 Ms Har. Well, range things do happen; —80 9 


but married out of the way, 1 W 


in a houſe ig the devil. nent A rd 
. T Eur @ Servant. 0 94570 1 * 
Ser. Mr Clerimont, Sir, to wait on you. - N 

Mr Har. Show bin is. e. 
51 viſit, pray? 4. 

Mrs Har. My Gite wrote to him to explain himſelf 
to you——Wel,, it is mighty bdd— but l' leave you 
. Are man muſt be an idiot te think of 
her. bean un a7 OS AR. 

Euter Mr —— 770 

Me Hur. Me eee Ake 

Cler. I preſume, Sir, yen are mo 9 the buks 
nnn occaſions this vifi:. 

Mr Bars Sir, the honour you do we nd 

Cler. Oh, Sir, to be allied to your family by ſi tender 
2 tie as 4 marriage with your fiſter, will at onee teflect 
a credit upon me, and conduee to my happineſs in the 
me n poiat Ide lady charmed me * _ very 

r 

Mr Har. The devil ſhe M! „ 

Cler. Lhe nen tho ares 
af her figure, thy ſweetne ſs of her M@nner——— | 1% 
. aun, e eee 


* 
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Cher. Compliment! —nor in the leaſt, Sir— 
"Mr Har. The ſweetneſs of my fiſter's manner—ha; 
hat | (956 211% Daifde.- 
ler. The firſt time 1 faw her was # few nights ago 
at Ranelagh Though there was a crowd'of beauties 
in"the room, rn prefling all around, yet ſhe 


ſhone amongſt them all with ſuperior luſtre—She was 
walking arm and arm wich another lady no opportu - 
. nity offered for me to form an acquaintance amidſt the 
| kurry and buſtle of the place; but I inquired their names 
as they were going into their. chariot and learned the 
were Mrs and Miſs Harlow. From that moment ſhe wo 
my heart; and at one glance I became the w_ Cap- 
wuye of her beauty. 

Mr Hay. A very | endl declaration, Spe Hue can 
this be? the bloom has been off the peach rr theſe 
fifteen years, to my knowledge—[ Hide ou ſee my 
| Sfter with a favourable eye, Si W 

Cler. A favourable et Hoe muſt greatly want diſ- 
- cernment, who has not a quick perception of her merit. 
Mr Har. You do her a' great deal of honour—But 
this affair—is it not ſomewhat ſudden, Sir — 

Cler. I grant it—you may indeed be ſupriſed at it; 
Sir: nor ſhould I have been hardy enough to make an 
overtures to you, —at leaſt yet a while, —if ſhe herſelf 
Had not condeſcended to liſten to my paſſion, and autho- 
 viſed me, under her own fair hand, to apply to her bro- 
ther for his conſent. 

Mr Har. I ſhall be very ready, Sir, to give my appro- 
| bation to my-fiſter's happineſy—- 

- Cer. No doubt you will but let me not-cheriſh an 
pnaxailing flame, u flame that mein up all my 
| tendereſt paſßfons. 

Mr Has. To you, Sir, there can be no Gol 
am not altogether” a ſtranger to your family and fortune 

ki language is warm, . my liſter's age 

but I won't hurt her pen {ide. | —You will 
pardon me, Sir, one t ou are 2 young— 

Cler. * Sir—TF am moſt three and twenty'—— Old 
enough, | hope, Sir, to make a-good nd. 

Me Har. But have you conſulted your friends? 

"08. L m uncle rn, who propoſes 
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to leave me a_very handſome addition to my fortune, 
which is confiderable alteady—he, Si — 

Mr Har. Well, Sir, if he has no hes, Lean have 
none. 

Cler. He * none, Sirz he has given his cooleat's 
he defires me to loſe no time. I will bring him to pay 
you a viſit He rejoices in my choice—You ſhall have 
it out of his own mouth Name your hour, . he 
« ſhall attend you 

Mr Har. uy! time :t0-day—l ſhall tay at home 
« on purpoſe. | 

« Cher In the e evening I will conduct ble hither — 
In the mean time I drehe an neben here — The lady, | 
Sir 

Mr Har. Oh, you nin to ſee my ſiſter. Lwill fend 
her to you, Sir, this inſtant. I beg your. pardon for 
leaving you alone — Ha, ba !—-who could have thought 
of her making a conquelt at laſt? [&xit, 

Cher. (folus ) Sir, your moſt obedient, Now, Cle · 
rimont, now your heart may reſt content; your doubts 
and. fears may all ſubſide, and joy and rapture take their 
place—-Miſs Harlow ſhall be mine; the receives my-vows;z | 
ſhe approves my paſhon—(Sings and dances.) Soft, here 
ſhe comes Her very appearance controuls my wildeſt 


hopes, and huſhes my proud heart into bd and filent 
admiration, 1; _* 1 
Eurer Mic Harlow. Rien. 


Mrs Har. Sir, your ſervant. 

Cler. Madam—(bows reſpectfully.) 

M Har. 1 thought Mr Harlow was here. Sir. 2 

Cler, Madam, he is but juſt gone. How a ſingle glance 

of her eye over-awes me! FAfede. + 
Mrs. Har, 1 wonder he. would leave you alone, 81 

that is not fo polite in his own houſe. | 
Cler. How ber modeſty throws a veil over her mel 

Wen tongue falters I can't ſpeak to her, 


(die 


Mes Har. He ſeems j in confuſion—a pretty man too! 
— That this ſhould, be my fiſter's luck! a _ [Afide. | 


Cler. Mada ml—( Embarraſſed.) \ | 
Mrs Har. I imagine you have been at kim on : 


the Gee of the letter you 1 ee 0. 
— 9 Leer. 


Hye to 


this 3 with exceſs of gratitude. 
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Cler. Madam, I have preſumed to — 
"Ie 48 * Sir; and he has no objeRton, f 1 


Cher, * knives teen bleſs her for the word— 
.)-— Madam, he has frankly conſented, if his lifter | 


do me that honour. 


oe wes For his fiter I think T may venture to ag | 


been Sir. 


Cler. Generons, generous creature! Wi 
Hor. You are fore, Sir, of Miſs Haflow's admi- 
ration; and the whole family hold themſelves much ob- 


. this extreme condeſcenſion has added 
Kerr to the ſentiments I felt before; and it ſhall he 
the endeavour of my life to prove deſerving « of the g 
object I have dared to s ſpire to. 

Mr, Har. Sir, I make no doubt A es gg 


F have already declared my fentiments—you know Mr 
 Harlow's—and'if my ſiſter is gies e will be 


wanting to conclude this buſineſs —if no difficulties ariſe 


from her—for her temper is uncertain—As to my con- 
ent, Sir, Four air, your manner, have commanded it. 


Sie, your moſt obedient—Pl ſend my ſiſter to nw | 

LExit. 
Cr. Madam, (bowing. "WE hall endeavour to repay 
Oh, fhe is an 
angel !—and yet, fupid that T am, 1 could not give vent 
to the tenderneſs I have within—Tt is ever ſo with fin- 


Cere and generous love; it fills the heart with rapture, 
and then denies the power of uttering. what we lo ex- 


eee ! who could 
fee through my confuſion ; interpret all appearances 
favourably; and, with a dignity ſuperior to her fex's little 


arts, forego the idle ceremonies of — teaz en 


and tormenting her admirer. —l hear ſom 
here comes Mrs Harlow—What a gloom fits upon hor 
features !—She aſſumes authority here, I bu l 
enqearouy, by infinuation and Tefpe&— _ 
Enter Miſ Harlow. 

Mi ifs Har. My fiſter has told me, Sir 
" Cher. Ma'am— (bowing cheerfully.) ; 

1 fe Har. adapts nic * it 


— 
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Eler. Bhe rather looks like Miſe Hatlow's mocher that 
her ſiſter· in- law. 

Miſt Har He ſeems abaſh"d=—his refpetti is the cauſe. 
. My fifter told me, Sir, that you was bere—1 

beg pardon for making you wait fo long - 

22 Oh, Ma'am. (Bowr.) — The gloom difapp᷑ars 
from her face, but the lines of ill- nature remain. Hale. 

 Mifi Har. | ſee he loves me, by his confuſion PA 
cheer Kim with affability=\ A/ze.]=Sir, the letter v 
was pleafed to fend, my fiſter has ſeen and | 

Cler. And has aſſured me that ſhe has no objection 

Miſs Har. I am glafl of chat, Sir I was afraid — 

Clef, No, Ma'am, ſhe has gone —and Mr Harlow, I 
have ſeen him too Ehe has hononred me with his confent 
Now, Madam, the only doubt remains with , 
May I be permitted to hope 

Mifs Har. Sir, you apptar like x gentleman Land | 

Cler. Madatn, believe me never was love more fiitere, 
more juſtly; founded on eſteem, or kindled into higher 
admiration, *. 

Miſe Hur. Bir, with che veſt of che family T hold 1 my- 
lelf much obliged to you, and— 

Cler. Obliged tis I that am obfpeduuthers is no 
merit on my ſide—it is the conſequence of impreſſions - 
made upon my heart; and what heart can reſiſt fuch 
beauty, ſuch various graces! | 

Miſ Har. Sir, I am afraid I wiſh" my fiſter heard 
him—[ Afe.]—Sir, I am afraid vou are laviſh of your 
p:aife; and the ſhort date of your love, Sir= 

Cler. It will burn with whabating ardor< The ſame 
charms that firſt inſpired it, will for ever cheriſtrit, and 
add new: fuel. But I preſume you hold this ſtyle to 
try my ſincerity— I fee that's your aim but could you 
read the feelings of my eur you would not thus Talon 
keep me in ſufß aſe. 

Miſ Har. Heavens! if my filter hv my power over 
him (Af, -A little ſuſpenſe cannot be deemed un- 
reaſonable—Marriage is an important affair —an affair 
for life —and ſome caution you will allow neceffary—- 

Cler. Madam !—{diſconcerted. )<=Oh t I dread the 
e of her look. [ Afde. 

Miſs Har. 1 can't * obſerving, * that you dwell 
Vor. II. chiefly 


= — Guy — — — — 


Cler. 1 am eternally devoted to you, Madam 


— 
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chiefly on articles of external and ſuperficial merit; 


213 


| whereas the more valuable qualities of the mind, pru- - 


deuce, good ſenſe, and a well-regulated condut—— 
Cler. Oh, Ma'am, I am not inattentive to thoſe mat - 
ters—— Oh, ſhe has a notable houſehold - underſtanding, 
J warrant her—[ Ade. — But let me intreat you, Ma- 
dam, to do juſtice to my principles, and believe me a 
ſincere and generous lover. x 


Miß Har. Sir, I will frankly own that I have been 


trying you all this time; and from. henceforth all doubts 


are banifhed. | 


Chr. Your words recal me to new life—T ſhall for 
ever ſtudy to merit this, goodneſs But your fair ſiſter 
Io you think I can depend upon her conſent ?—May 
I flatter myſelf ſhe will not change her mind? 

Miß Har. My ſiſter cannot be inſenſible of the ho- 
nour you do us all—and, Sir, as far as L-can act with | 
propriety ia the affair, I will endeavour to keep them all 
anclined-to favour you. 

Cler. Madam (bows. ) | 
. Miſs Har. You have an intereſt iu my breaſt that will 
be buſy for you— | 


, | | [ Bows. 
Mi Har. How modeſt, and yet how expreſſive he 
Is! — | 

Cler. Madam, I ſhall be for ever ſenſible of this ex- 
treme condt ſcenſion, and. fhall think no pains'too great 
to prove the gratitude and eſteem I bear you. I beg 
my compliments to Mr Harlow, and 1 ſhall be here wi 
my uncle in the evening—as early as poſlible I ſhall come 
My reſpects to your ſiſter, Ma'am—and pray, Madam, 
keep her in my intereſt——— Madam, your moſt obedient 
II have managed the motherly lady finely, I think— 
LAlde.] -Madam : [out, and exit. 
. Miſs Har. What will my ſiſter ſay now ?——1 ſhall 
hear no more of her taunts——A malicious thing! 


fancy ſhe now ſees that your giddy flirts are not always 


the higheſt beauties.—Set her up, indeed. Had ſhe 

but heard him, the dear man !—what ſweet things he 

faid, and what ſweet things he looked . 
| | | | Fl 


* 
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Enter Mrs Harlow. | 42 
Mrs Har. Well, fiter—how!—what does he ſay ?— 
Miſs Har. Say, ne that is charming 
—he is the prettieſt man 
Mrs Har. Well, I am glad of it—but all's well that 
ends well 
Miſs Har. Envy, ſiſter !—envy, and downright ma- 
lice!—Oh, had you heard all the tender things he ut- 
tered, and with that ecſtaſy too! that tenderneſs ! that 
delight reſtrained by modeſty — 
Mrs Har. I don't know though; there is fometting 
odd in it ſt ill 
. Miſs Har. Oh, I don't doubt but you will ſay ſo 
but you will find I have beauty enough left to make ſome 
noiſe in the world ftilt The men, fiſter, are the beſt 
judges of female beaut) Don't concern yourſelf a- 
bout it, filter — Leave it all to them 
Mrs Har. But only think of a lover yo never ſaw 


but once at Ranelagh— * 


Miſs Har. Very true—but even then t what work 
I made in his heart——Oh, I am in raptures with him, 
and he is in raptures with e anos FN I'R have 
a huſband, ay, marry, &c. 
Enter Mr Harlow. | 
My Har. So, ſiſter! how ſtand matters no? 9 
Miſs Har. As I could wiſn II ſhall no more be a 
trouble to you—he has declared himſelf in the moſt 
warm and vehement manner — Though my ſiſter has her 
ee is a good friend —ſhe is afraid of my ſue- 
ceſs ; 
Mrs Har. Pray, ſiſter, don t think ſo meanly of me 
l underſtand that ſneer, Ma'am. : 
Mig Har. And I underſtand you too —Ma'am— k 
Mr Har. Come, come, I defire we may have no quar- 
relling—you two are always wrangling ; but when you 
are ſeparated, it is to be hoped you will then be more 
amicable. - Things are now in à fair way—Tho', ſiſter, 


let me tell you, I am afraid our India friend will think 


himſelf ill treated. 


Mrs Har. That's what. I fear too— that's my reaſon 
for ſpeaking— ' 


Miſs Har. Ob, never 85 away a thought on him 
1 2 Mr 


1 am ſure 1 
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Mr Clerimont has my beart; and now I think I am 
ſettled for life, Sifter,—1I love to plague her—now [ 
think I am ſetthed for life——for er life, my dear 


ſter— 
Ser. Dinner is ſerved, Sir. 
Ar Har. Very well. Came, iter, I give. you —* . 
t us in to dinner. 
Miß Har. Oh. whe can't eat I muſt go and 
dreſs my head over again, and do a thouſand things 
for Lam determin'd I'll. look. this afternoon as well as 


ever | can, [Exit. 
Mrs Har. Is not all this amazing, my dear ?—-Her 
head i is turned. 


Mr Har. Well, let it all paſk—don't you mind i 1— 
don't you lay any thing—let her get married if the can, 
all rejoice at it 

M. Hor. And upon my word, my dear, fo ſhall 1— 
and if 1 interfere, it is purely out of friendſhip. ' 

Mr Har. But be adviſed by me—lay no more to her 
lf the affair goes on, we ſhall fairly get rid of her— 


Her peeyiſh humours, and her maiden temper, are be- 


come inſupportable. Come let us in to dinner. If Mr 
Clerimont marries her, which indeed will be odd enough, 
we ſhall then enjoy a little peace and quiet. [Exil. 

Mrs Har. What in the world could the man fee in 
Her? Qh, he will repent bis bargain in a week or a fort- 
pp edn 1 e. nnn 


Oh, how ſhe rolls her pretty eyes in Ipight, 


Ad Wek⸗ delightfully with all her mig 


% 4 


Ha, hal delightfully ſhe will look nde! | [Exit 
77 


4A e r m 
Enter « Servant and Captain Cape. 


Ser. NF ES, Sir, my maſter is at home—he has juſt 


lang dinner, Sir. 
Cape. Very well ce] ; tell him I would ſpeak a word 


wich kia. . 


— 
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Ser. I beg pardon, Sir; I am but a ſtranger i in the 
family—who ſhall 1 ſay? 

Cape. Captain Cape, tell him. 5 

Ser. Les, Sir. [ Exit. 

Cape. I can hardly believe my own eyes—8 death! L 
am almoſt inclined to think this letter, ſigned with Miſs 
Harlow's name, a mere forgery by ſome enemy, to drives 
me into an exceſs of aſſion, and ſo injure us both. 1 
don't know what to fay to it. | 

Duter Mr Harlow. 

Cape: Sir, I have waited on you about an- extracrdi 
nary affair] can't comprehend it, Sir—Here is a let- 
ter with your ſiſter's name—Look: at it, Sir —is . 
hand- writing? 

Mr Har. Ves, Sir —I take 5 it to be ber writing | 

Cape. And do you know the contents? © 18511 

Mr Har. I can't ſay 1 have read 7 5 

Cape. But you know the purport of it 160 

Mr Hat. Partly: - 

Cape. You doi and! is not it baſe wrentment, "I 
is it not unwarrantable?—can you juſtify her? | 

Mr Har. For my part, I leave women to manage their 
own affairs I am not fond of intermeddling. 

Cape. But, Sir, let me aſſe you, Was not re 
agreed upon? Are not the writings now in lawyers hands? 
Was not next week fixed for our Nr f ; 

Mr Har. I underſtood it ſo. 4 

Cape. Very well then; and ſee- how ſhe treats me 
She writes me here in a contemptuous manner; that ſhe 
recals her promiſe—it was raſhly given — ſhe has thought 
better of it—ſhe will liſten to me no more—ſhe is going 
to diſpoſe of herſelf to a gentleman with whom ſhe can 
be happy for life—and “ I defire to fee you no more, 
Sir? There, that's free and ar is not it —Wbat * 
you ſay to that? 

Mr Har. Why, really, Sir, it is not my ir- lake 
nothing to ſay to it. 

Cape. Nothing to ſay to it! Gir, | imagined I was 
dealing with people of honour. | 

Mr Har. You have been ng: with a * and; 


JO EY | | 
. T3 C. 


- d : —— — 
* 
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3 1 Yes, I know—I know the treachery of the ſex 
o is this gentleman, pray? | 


Mr Har. His name is Clerimont they have fixed the 
_ en themſelves; and amonght them be it, for 


. Very fine! mighty fine! —ls Miſs Harlow 
at home, Sir! | 

Mie Har. She is; and here ſhe comes too. 

Cape. Very well; let me hear it from herſelf, that's 


2 all. ; 1 defire to hear her ſpeak for herſelf. 


Mr Har. With. all my —— Pl leave you together. 
—You kvow,. Captain, I was never fond of being con» 
cerfied in thoſe things. _ 

Euter Miſs Harlow. + _ 
Mifs Hor. Captain. Cape, this is mighty odd ——I 


thought, Sir, I defired— 


ape. Madam, I r the receipt of your let- 


| a * Madam, the 74 | is ſo extraordinary, that I 
if 


hold myſelf excuſable refuſe to comply with- the 


terms your impoſe upon me. 
Miſe Han. Sin, I really wonder what von can. wen, 


Cape. Miſtake me not, Madam; L am nat come to 


1 or to Whine, and to make @ puppy of myſelf 


again—=Madam, that is all blown aver. 
Her. Well then, my no nnen you 


will ſurvive this, I hope. 


Cape. Survive it! 
A. Har. Yew—you won't grow deſperate, I hope— 


ſuppoſe you were to order ſomebody to take care of you, 


becauſe, you know, fits of | deſpair are ſudden, and you 
my raſhly do yourlelf a miſchief. Don' | do any ſuch 
ng, I beg you won't. 
4 mot This 2 Madam Do myſelf a miſchief! 
Madam, don't flatter yourſelf that it is in your pow'r to 
make me unhappy. It is not vexation brings me hither, 
I affure you. | 
Mifs Har. Then let vexation an away. We 
were neter defign'd for ave another, 
Cape. My amazement brings me hither - amazement 
that any woman can thehave—but 1 don't want to up- 


125 er only come to . I can hardly as ved þ be- 
| ve 


+4” = 


the property of anather, 
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Keve ĩt I only come to afk if I may eredit this pretty” 


epiſtle? * U 
Mi if Hor. Every {yllable——therefore take your an» 
ſwer, Sir, and truce with your ond. 

Cape. Very well, Ma'am, very well—Your humble 
ſervant, Madam. I prainiſe you, Ma'am, I can repay 
this ſcorn with ſcorn with tenfold ſcorn, Madam, fuck. 
as this treatment deſerves—that's all ſay no more 
Your ſervant, Ma'am—But let me alk you, Is this a juſt 
return for all the attendauce l have Paid you theſe three 
years paſt? 

Miſs. Har, Perfealy juſt, Sir—Three years — How 
could you be a dangler ſo long: I told you what it 
would come to— Can yau think, that raiſing a. woman's 
expectation, and tiring her out of all patience, is the 
way to make ſure of her at laſt ? you ought to have 
been à briſker lover: you qught indeed, Sir I am. 
now contracted to ent and ſo there i is zu cad 9 
* thi * between us. 

ery well, W Kina yet T can't bear to be 
Wo by ber. LA ſde.I—And cas you, Mils Harlow, 
can you find it in your heart to treat me with this daſs 
dain? Hare you no compaſſion 7 
Miſs Har. No, poſitively none, Sir—none—noneow. 


Cape. Your own Captain Cape wham yu - 
Miſs Har. Wham 1 deſpiſe. 


._ Whom vou have {o often encouraged. to adore 
"Mig Har. Pray, Sir, don't touch my hand- I am * 


Cage. Can't you fill break off with hin ß 
Miſs Har. No, Sir, I can't—I won't love bim 4 


and, Sir, if you are a man of hangur, you will ſpeak to | 
we no more. Dekilt, Sir: far if you don't, m brother 


ſhall tell you of it, Sir ; and to-morrow. Mr Clerimong | 
(ball tell you of it. 
Cape: Mr Clerimont, Madam, ſhall fight me, for day 5 
ring — | 
| 3 Har. e 
tain 1 4 
Cape e too! 1 
Miſe Har, What Ta you are in! I can't bear 


W 


ful 
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to ſee a man in ſuch a paſſion. Oh, I have a happy 


riddance of you—the violence of your temper is dread- 
I. won't ſtay a moment longer with you—you 
frighten e hare your anſwer and fo your ſer- 
vant, Sir. Exit. 
Cape. Ay, the is gone off like a fury ; and the furies- 
catch her, Kr 1 I will never put up with this. I 
will find out this Mr Clerimont, and he ſhall be account- 
able to me. Mr Harlow too ſhall be accountable to 


me, , 


Tater Mr . Mrs Harlow, 
Cape. Mr Harlow—T am uſed very ill here, Sir, by 
all of you; and, Sir, let me tell you os 
Mr Har. Nay, don't be angry with me, Sir—T was. 
not to marry your— | 


Cape: But, Sir, I can't help bein re muſt be | 


 angry—and, let me tell you," you don't behave like * 
gentleman. 

Mr: Har. How can Mr Harlow help it Sir, if my 
ſiſter— 


Mr Har. Vous are too warm; you are indeed, Sir— 


| let us both talk this matter over a bottle. 
Cape. No—Sir—no bottle—over 2 cannon, if you 


Airs Har. Mercy on me, 81.—1 beg you won't talk 
in that terrible manner you frighten me, Sir. 
MM Har. Be you quiet, my dear Captain Cope, 
I beg you will juſt ſtep into that room with me; and if, 
in the diſpatching one bottle, I dont acquit myſclf of 
all ſiniſter dealing, why then—Come, come, be a little 
moderate — you ſhalt ſtep with me—Pll take it as a fa- 
vour— Come, come, you muſt— 
N always found you a gentleman, Mr Harlow; 
with all my heart—I _ re if I do talk the 
— over with you. 


My Har. Sir, I am * to -T. ſhow you the 


way. Exeunt. 

Mrs Har. It is juſt as I foreſaw—My ſiſter was ſure 
of him, and now is ſhe going to break off for a young 
man that will deſpiſe her in a uitle time—L wiſh ſhe 
would have Copenh Cape. 


* s 1 -- Enter 
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Enter Miſs Harlow. * © 
Miſe Har. Is he gone, filter? 
Mr: Har. No; and here is the deuce'and alt to don 
he is for fighting every body —Upon my word you are 
wrong - you don't behave genteclly in the affair. 

Miſi Har. Gentcellyl——l like that notion prodigi- 
ouſly—an't I going to marry. geateelly? 

Mr Har. Well, follow your own \nchnations—T 
won't intermeddle any more, I promiſe .you—I'& ttep 
into the parlour, and fee what they are about. mw 

Miſe Har. As you plcafe, Ma'am. I fee wl ö 
ill- natured thing cau't bear my ſugceſs. Hauen 21— 
here a Mr Clerimont. | 

Enter Mr Clerimont. 1 2.5 

Wi Har. You are earlier than 1 expected. Uh 

Cler. T have flown, Madam, upon the wings of love 
— | have my uncle, and he will be here within this 
half hour Every thing ſucceeds to my wiſhes wah 
bim I hope there is no alteration here, Madam, knee 
1 ſaw you 'F 

Miſe Har. Nothing that fignifies, Sir. 

Cler. You alarm me Mr Harlow has not. changed 
his mind, I hope? | 
Miſi Har. No, Sir, he continues in "MR ſame mind. 

'Cler. And your ſiſter - I tremble with doubt and fear 
she does not ſurely recede from the lentiments the 
flattered me with? 

. Har. Why, there, indeed, I cant ox wage 


ler. How! g 
Miſs Har. She —I don't know what 1 to make of Lt : 
Cler. Oh, I am on the rack ln pity, do not tore 
ture me- 
Miſs Har. How trendlingly ſolicitous he 18 Oh, 
c have made a ſure conquelt; 5 roo? EIN ſhe, 
Ir 
Cler. Ay—(difſconcerted.) i 
Miſs Har. She does not ſeem entirely to approve 
Cler. You kill me with deſpair — 
Miſs Har. Oh, he is deeply finitten. [Adder ]}—She 
thinks another match would . er. 
Cler, Another match! f 


9 5 
0 93 
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Miſs Har. Yes, another; an India captain, who has 
made his propoſals; but 1 ſhall take care to ſee him diſ- 
miſſed. 

Cler. Will yo 

Miſs Har. 1 Feast you I will—tho? he runs much 
in my ſiſter's head, and ſhe has taken pains to bring wy 
other relations over to her opinion. 

Cler. Oh, cruel, cruel I could not have expected 
- that from her—But has ſhe fixed her heart upon a match 
with this other gentleman? 

Miſs Har. Why, truly, I think ſhe has—but my will 
in this affair muſt be, and ſhall be, conſdlted. 

Cler. And ſo it ought, Ma'am—your long acquaint- 
ance with the world, Madam— 

Miſs Har. Long aequaintance, Sir !—1 have but a few 

ars experience only— 
| * Cler. That is, your good ſenſe, Ma'am—Oh, con- 

found my tongue! how that flipt from me. [ A/ide.]J— 

Your good ſenſe—your early goed: ſenſe—and—and— 
inclination, ſhould be pier ft} 

Miß Har. And they ſhall,” Sir—Hark!—T hear her 
EIn tell you what, DPI leave you this opportunity to 
ſpeak to her once more, and try to win her over by per» 
— will make things eaſy if you can——1 am 
gone, Sir. { Curtfies affedtedly, and exit. 

Cler. The happineſs of my life will be owing to you, 
Madam—The woman is really better natured than 1 
thought ſhe was——She comes | the lovely tyrant comes! 
| | Enter Mrs Harlow. 

She triumphs f in her cruelty, and I am ruin'd. Ast. 
Mr Har. You ſeem afflicted, —— hope no misfor- 
tune — 
hang: The ſevereſt misfortune ! von have broke wy 
rt. 

Mrs Har. I break your heart, Sir? 

Cler. Yes, cruel fair—you—you have 3 me. 

Mr: Har. You amaze me, Sir — pray, how can I— 

Cler. And you can ſeem unconſcious of the miſchief 
you have made ? | 

Mrs Har. Pray Ard ls Sir— 

Cler. Madam, your ſiſter has told me 2 — 555 

Mrs Har. Ha, ha! what has ſbe told you, ww 

2. 


—rF 
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Cler. It may be ſport to you but to me tis death 

Mrs Har. What is death? 

. Cler. The Gentleman from India, Madam—I have 
heard it all—you can give him a preference - you can 
blaſt my hopes my gn delighted hopes, which you 
N had cheriſhed. 

Mr; Har. The gentleman is a very good ſort of man. 
 Cler. Oh, ſhe loves him, I ſee. [4/ide.]-—Madam, 
I perceive.my doom is fixed, and fixed by you | 
Mr, Har. How have I fixed your doom?—lIf I ſpeak 
favourably of Captain Cape—he deſerves it, Sir. * 

Cler. Oh, heavens! I cannot bear this [ Afide. 

Mrs Har. I believe there is nobody that knows the 
gents but will give him his due praiſe.— | 

(ler. Love, love, love! [ Aide. 

Mr: Har. And beſides, his claim is in fact prior to 

ours. 
. Cler. Aud muſt love be governed, like the buſineſs of 
mechanics, by the laws of tyrant cuſtom — Can you 
think ſo, Madam? 

Mrs Har. Why, Sir, you, know I am not in love. 

Cler. Oh, cruel-—No, Madam, I fee you are not. 

Mrs Har. And really now, Sir, reaſonably ſpeaking, 
my filter is for treating Captain Cape very 11.— 11. 
has been dancing attendance here theſe three years. 

Cler. Yet that you knew, when 0 were pleaſed to 


fan the riſing flame that matchleſs my had kindled 
in my heart. x 

Me Har. Matehleſs 3 —ha, hat cannot but 
laugh at that— [Afide. 


Cler. Laugh, Madam, if you will, at the pangs you 
yourſelf occalion—yes, triumph if you will- am re- 
ſigned to my fate, fince you will have it ſo. 

Mrs Har. I have it ſo!—you ſeem to frighten yourſelf 
without cauſe—If I ſpeak favourably of any body elſe, 
Sir—what then? GY am not to marry him, you know. 

Cler. An't you! 

Mrs Har, I?—no, truly—thank heav'n! | 
- Cler. She revives me! [4hce. 
Mrs Har, That mull be 0 my: iter pleates.\ 

Chr. Muft it! 

Mr: Har. wo it!—to be ſure it muſt, * 
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Cler. And may I hope ſome intereſt in your heart? 

Mrs Har. My heart, Sir! 
ler. While it is divided; while another has poſſeſſion 
of but part of it— 

Me Har. I don't underſtand wn, it ha been 
given away long ago. 

Gier. I pray you, do not tyrannize me thus with al- 
ternate doubts and fcars—if you will but bleſs me with 
- the leaſt kind return— 

_ - Mrs Har, Kind return!-What, would you have me 
fall in love with you? 
Auer. It will be generous to him who adorts you. 

_ Mrs Har. Adore me! 

Cler. Even to idulatry. | 

Mr; Har. What can he mean ?—1 thought my: fiter 
was the object of your adoration. + 

Cler. Your fſter, Ma'am1—T1 ſhall ever reſpect her ay 
my friend on this occafion ; W is 


no object for that— 

Mrs Har. No! 

Cter. She may have been handſome in her time—but 
that. has been all over ago 


Mer Har. Well, this is charming wim me heard 
him now, with her new-fangled airs. Ade. — Bat let 
me underſtand you, Sir=—Adore me? 

' Cher. You-you-—and only a e this fair ao 
| Mt. 

Mrs Har. Hold, hold—this is oing too — —BÞat 
pray, Sir, have you really / . a paſſion for me? 
Cer. You know I have—a raden of the tendereſt 
2 

, Har, And'was that your drift in coming hither? 

Cler. What elſe could induee me! 

Mr Har. And introduced yourſelf here, to n an 

- epportunity of ſpeaking to me? 
dier. My angel, don't torment me chus. | 

Mrs Har. Angel! —and pray, Sir, what do you fp 
2 Mr Hatlow will fay to this? 

Cler. Oh, Ma'am—he—he approves my paſſion. 

Mr: Har. nn. to him about 


| ö Cler 
A » : . ' , , - 
| TER : . 
o 
_ . 
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Cler. Do ſo, Ma'am 3 you will find I am a man of 
more honour. than to-dective you. 

Mrs Har. Well, it will be whimſical if he doeg—and 
my ſiſter too, this will be a charming diſcovery for her, 
[ Afide ]J—Hay ha !—Well,- really Sir, this is mighty 
odd I'll ſpeak to Mr Harlow about this matter- this 

very moment Going. 

Cler. Oh, you vill find ĩt all true—and may I theg 
fatter myſelf— 

Mrs Har. Oh to be ſure—ſuch an honourable projet 
—P'll ſtep to him this moment—and then, faſter, I 
make ſuch a piece of work for y 

Cler. Very well, Ma'am—ſee Mr Harlow | immediately 
he will confirm it to While there is life there is 
hope—Such-matchleſs beauty 

Enter Miſs Harlow, 

Miſs Har. I beg your pardon, Sir, for leaving you 
all this time ell; what ſays my ſiſter? 

Cler. She has given me ſome glimmering hopes. 

Miſe Har. Well, don't. be uneaſy about her—it ben 
be as I pleaſe. 

Cler. But with her own free conſent it would be bet- | 
ter—however, to you I am bound by every tie; and thus 
let me ſcal a volv—(&fef ber hand.) 

Miſs Har. He certainly is a very paſſionate lover 

Lord, he is ready to eat my hand up with kiſſes I wiſn 
my ſiſter ſaw this—[ 4/de.]—Huſh, I hear Captain 
: Cape's voice—the hideous Tramontane!—he- is comi 
this way I would not ſee him again for the — 
| withdraw a moment, Sir—you'll excuſe ine Mr Cleri- 
mont,—( Kiſſes her band, and curtfies very low)—your 


; ſervant Sir—Oh, he is a charming man! | 
—— Ke and exit. 
. Euter Captain Cape. * 


© Ca There ſhe goes,” the 5 L une 
derſtand your name is Clerimont. 
8 Cler. At your ſervicey Sir. 
Cape. Then, Sit, draw this moment. 
| Cler, Draw, Sir! for what? 
t Cape. ns evaſion, Sir. 
Cler. Ex the * 
. "ou _—_— 3 


— 
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2 The cauſe is too plain your making love to 
dy who went out there this moment 
5 That lady! not I, upon my honour, Sir, | 
Cape. No ſhuffling, Sir—draw—— 
Cler. Sir, I can repel an injury like this—bnt your 
quarrel is groundleſs—and, Sir, if ever I made love to 
that lady, I will lay my boſom naked to your ſword— 


bh That lady! refign all manner of pretenſion to her— 


Cape. You reſign her, Sir. 
Uler. Entire | 


Gee. — Gian pacifed=(puts up his - $5 
Cler. Upon my word, Sir, I never ſo phi fo 225 


- © Enter Mr Harlow, 

Mr Hor. So, Sir—fine E you have bees rr. 
ing on here——— 

Cler. Sir! 8 

Mr Har. You have boos 8 they wiſe, 1 find. 
 Cler.' Upon my word, Mr Harlow 
: Mr Har. You have behaved in a very baſe manner; 
and I inſiſt upon ſatisfaction. Draw, Sir ' 
- Cler. This is the ſtrangeſt accident 1—1 N you, 
Sir —only give me leave— 

Mr Har. I will not give you leave—I ia 


A 


Cape. Nay, nay, Mr Harlow—this is neither time 
_ cor phe 


e—and beſides, hear the gentleman: I have been 
over-haſty, and he has ſatisfied me—only hear him 
| E we Har. Sir, 1 will believe my own wife — Come on, 


. "Chr. J affure you, Mr Harlow, [nes into this houſe 
npon honourable MOR NING Sir, by my regard 


for Miſs Harlow 


Cape. For Miſs Harlow Zoons, draw 

Cler. Again this is dowpright madneſs two upon 
me at once—you will murder me between ou— 

Mr Har. There is one too many upon him, ſure e- 
nough—and ſo, Captain, put up | 

Caps. Reſign your pretenſions to Miſs Harlow 

Cler. Reſign Miſs Harlow !—not for the univerſe— 


, int her cauſe I can be as ready as any bravo of ye all 


[Draws his d. 


e Har. For Heaven's ſake, "Oe Cape—do mo- 
3 | derate 
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derate your anger This is neither time nor place I have 
been too raſh myſelf I beg you will be pacified—( Hos 
puts up.) —Mr *Clerimont, ſheath your ſword 

Mr Har. Captain Cape, how can you?—hyou prom 
ſed me you would let things take their 'courſe—If my 
filter will marry the gentleman, how is he to blame? — 

Cape. Very well, Sir—l oe done—ſhe is a ww 
leſs woman, that's all. h 

Cher. A worthleſs woman, Sir! F 

. Cape. Ay, worthleſs - - Mts CSE Sas... 

Cler. Damnation — Draw, Sir. 2 

Mr Har. Nay, nay, Mr Clerimont, you are too warm 
© —and there's a gentleman coming— This is D 


I ſuppoſe 
Cler. It ij W 
— enn 
Mr Har. Ell wave all diſputes now, that I may wry 
clude my ſiſter's marriage; WP)  [Afode. 


« Chr. Me Heartwell; Sir« Mr Harlow, 84 
Heart. My nephew: has informed me, Sir, of the 


| * honour you have done him, and I am come to give my 
© confent. 


* Mr Har. I thought it neceflary, Sir, to have the ad- 
* rice of Clerimont's friends, as he is arvy young, me 
my ſiſter not very handſome: |» 

* Cler. She is an angel, Sir 0 11 

© Heart. Patience, Charles, patience— My nephew” 5 
© eſtate will provide for his eideſt born; and upon the 


younger branches of his marriage I mean to lertle wy | 
fortune. 


Mr Har. Generouſly fpoken, Sir; and fo n! is 
no oceaſion for delay Who waits there !?—tell the las, 
© ties they are wanting 

© Heart: I have ever loved my nepkerry and ſince he 
tells me he has made a good choice, I ſhall be glad to 
ſee him happy. 

Cape. But, Sir, let me tell you, that your nephew 
has uſed me very baſely; and, Sir—— 

* Mr Har. Nay, nay, Captain—this i is wrong now; 
d evgyy thing was ſettled between us in the other room 
12 : | | Ua + w—0o 
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—recolle& yourſelf—do, I beg you will—Ob, here 
eome the ladies. 
Enter Mrs Harlow and Miſs. 
Miſs Har. Now, ſiſter, you ſhall ſee I have completed 


my conqueſt. 


Cler. Now, then, I am happy indeed My lovely, 
bride!— Thus let me ſnatch you to m or >: ming 


and thug, and thus—— 3 


ace — 
Puſhing him anvay. 

Cler. Prithee, indulge my webe, os my we 

gel! (1 

” Mr Har, I deß re you will def, Minx: AF 

Cler. Nay, nay, prithee be n eig. 

charming wife! 

Mr Har. That lady is not your wife | 

Cler. How my nic l—not my wife j—ccttaly and 


Mr Har. Zoons! before my 


bliſs ! 


1 7 Cons, new come, Sir, this/i is 100 muck" 
» ba! are very pleaſant, BC 00» - 
ee „ n= no 07 erer any r my 


Cler. Sir! | 1 
ur, Lay, Sir, tht lady i wy wife 20 © 0 
Cab. Ha, ba! 3 thitmeit is » comedy 


c of errors, I believe [ S 


« Heart. What does d wean? M 2 
ler. your wiſe, Sir! | PATH ? 

. Mr Har. Ves, my wiſe—and there is my ſte, if you 
pleaſe to take her 

Cler. Sir! 

Mr Har. Sir, this is the lady en you have defired 


marriage. ; 
Cler. Who I, Sir —1 beg your p ns- Tbet lady I 


took to be your wife - (pointing to Miſs Harlow) —and 


tat Idy Ca to Mrs Biden: i took 10 b. your 


fiter— 


| » Cape and Mrs Har. Ha, ba, ha! 
Miſs Har. Lord, Lord! have I been made a fool of 


all this time?—furies! torture! murder 


1 Cape. Ha, bai—my lady fair is taken in, I 8 
A comedy of errors, egad!— ha, ha, ha! 


Mrs 
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Mes Har. Siſter, the men enen ö 


ha, ha? 

Cape. Ha, ha! the lee! is no dangler, Meum... 

yu Har. This is a complete A gr. my ſiſter has 

Mi Har. L can't bees — I'defire 1 may not 
be made a * of—did. not 3 weib 
me 

Cler. For your intere&i in nt in Ma'am-—whom- 
I took for Miſs Harlow, —I beg your pardon if 1 am 
miſtaken——1 hope there is no harm done. 

Miſs Har. Ves, Sir, but there is harm Sa * 
made ſport of —expoſed to deriſion—Oh, IJ cannot bear: 


this cannot bear it Cie. : 


Mrs Har, Don't cry; fiſter—ſome' faces 
u longer than others, you know ha, ha! 
Cape. Loll toll lol? 
Heart. I don't eee * this—is that «lady your 
e wife, Sir. 4 . 
„ Har. She i is, Sir: 


Heart. And p e- ben took that lady for- | 


Mr Harlow's fiſter, I ſuppoſe? 


© Cler.;1 did," Sir I beg pardon for the trouble t 
have given I am in ſueh confuſion, I can hardly 


Heart. Well, well, the thing is cleared up, and ther 


© is no harm done—but you ſhould have known what 
* ground you went upou-—ha, ha! I can't help aughing 
neither. 3. 
Mr Har, Why, faithy nor ble ha“ . 


Cler., Since matters have turned out SieetapeRtedivek | 
| beg add: gf my. miſtake; and, Sir, I take my leave. 


; [ Going. 


Miſs Hat. Knd* will you treat me in this manter, 81 | 


will you draw me into ſuch a ſcrape, and not 

Cler. Ma" am, that gentleman would cut my throat— 
his claim is prior to mihe—and, 1 dare fay, lic will be 
very glad to be reconciled; Madam. 

Miſs Har. You are a baſe man, then, and I eich you 
N ee Cape, I ſee my ou Sir, and I refign- 
myſelf to you. 


Cape. Na, Madam, I beg to be excuſed—1 have 


been a dangler too long I ought to have been a briſcer 
U 3 lover. 


— — — — — 
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lover—1 ſhall endeavour to ſurvive it, Ma'am— I won't 
do myſelf a miſchief—and I have my anſwer—I am off, 
» Mrs Har. Ha, ha! I told you this, my dear ſer. 
Cler. Madam, I dare ſay the gentleman will think: 
better of it.— Mr Harlow, I am ſorry for all this con- 
fuſion, and 1 pardon. of the: whole company for my 
miſtake — Mrs Harlow, I wiſh you all happineſs, Ma'am 
. p creature what a misfortune to loſe her! 
| 0 And 1 wilt follo his — Hurts, 
| n w arlow, 
I . all happi e what a 
misfortune to loſe — bes my ſoul, I think you a 
moſt admirable jilt; and ſo now-you may go and bewail 
your virginity in the mountains—oll toll oll el. [ Exit. 
Miſe Har. Oh, oh! I can't bear to be treated % this 


manner — I'll go and hide myſelf from the world for ever. 


Oh, ohl—the men are all ſavages, barbarians, monſters, 
and I hate the whole ſex—— h, oh! (cries bitter 9 
it. 
- Mrs Har. My dear ſiſter, with e e eee, 
queſts—ha, ha! 
Mr Har. Ha, ha! very whimdeal 26d ridiculous— | 
| Heart. Sir, my N is young I am ſorry for this 
E ſeene of errors; and I hope you will . the N | 


. © to his inexperience. 


© Mr Har. I certainly ſhall, Glas 2112 6 6 | 

| Mrs Har. I cautioned my fiſter falBeiently l 5 

matter; but vanity got the better of her, and leaves her 
now a whinaſical inſlonce of folly mann. | 


Ia vain the Faded Toaſt her mirror tries, 

And counts the cruel murders of her Ie +7 
For Ridicule, ſly-peeping oer ber head, | 
Will point the — — and the lilies dead: | 

And while, fond ſoul! the weaves her myrtle chain, 
The cn a mus of ks ta in 


Mareen len rnonas 
| N | 
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_ The Squire, * Mir Mattocks. Mr Dod. Mr Tannet. þ 
Tbamas, Mr Dubellamy. Mr Vernon. ney. 
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Sally, | . Mrs Pinto. Mrs Arge. Mes Kirby. 
B, AI Thowpſon. | Mrs Love: Mrs Charteris. 
.. Scent, The Country. 
AC T "2.77 . 71 - ga 


| Sexnn, village at the foot * hit, 455 a cottage , 
more advanced than the reſt, on one ide. er i 
covered ſpinning at the door. 


Sar. 


: Y thin 1 happy once and + | 
+ M Oh, blythe I — as blythe TOY 
u 51 x4 


t now I'm ſad, ah well-a day! 
For my true love is gone to ſea. , 


The lads purſue, I ſtrive to ſhun,” 
Though all their arts are loſt on mez: 
For I can never love but one, 


And he, alas! is gone to ſea. 


1 They bid me to the wake, the far, 
dances on the neighb'ring lee 3 | 
But how can I in pleafure haare... 
S ry 24 


The. 


; 
' 
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The flowers droop till light'x return 
Ihe pigeon mourns its abſent he; of = ” 


So will I droop, ſo will I mourn 
Till my true love comes back n ſea. 


; | Ease Dorcas. 
Der. What, will you never quit this idle trade? 
Still, till in tears Ah, you're @ fooliſh maid! 
In time have prudence, your own intrelt ſee; 
Vouth laſts not always; be advis d by me. 


* hat May - day of life is for pleaſure, 
For hanging, for dancing, and ſhow; 
Then why will you waſte ſuch a treaſure, 
In ſighing and orying —heigh- hol. 
Let's copy the bird in the meadows, 
By her's tune your pipe when 'tis low | 
* round, and coquet as ſhe does, © + 
RR PS never ſit crying eig: hof 5 + dig 


3 when in the arms of a 8 
metimes may happen, I Kno-. 
Pha &er all our toying is o rr, 
We cannot help crying—beigh-ho! _ 
In age ev'ry one à new part takes, | 
I find to my ſorrow tis ſo: 
When old you A ery, till your heut ah... 
But no one will mind yau—beigh. bol 


- A 


ks  w'S 


Fal. Leave me. 

Dor. - Go to—T come to Le you glad; 
Odzooks, what's here? this Voll fets me mad. 
You're grieving, and for whom I" pretty [port— 
For one that gets a wife at ev'ty po 

Sal. Dorcas, for ſhame !' how can you 8 be, 
Or after this look Thomas in the ont: 
His ſlvp's expeRted.— - - vids 


Dor. — Tell not me. The r , [ 


As Tom is your's, you. are his heart's WU 
Then why ſo peeviſh, and ſo froward ſtill? 
He'll make your fortune—let him have his will. 


Gal. Were I as poor as p len bo 
As great as any monarch he; * 
; re 


THE SAILORS RETURN 1 
Exe on ſuch terms I'd mount his throne, - 
I'd work my fingers to the bone. 1 


Grant me, ye ! I aſk not wealthy 2 
Grant me but nnocence and healtn. 

Ah, what is grandeur Iink' d to vice? 

Tis only virtue gives it price. teen. 


Dor. Well, go your ways—1 cannot chooſe but ſmile. 
Wou'd I were young again—alzs the while! | 

But what are wiſhes?-—wiſhes will not do; | 
One caunot eat one's cake and have it too. 44 


When I was a young one, what girl was like me? | 
So wanton, ſo-airy, 10 briſk as @ bees: 5518 
1 tattled, ILrambled, I laugh d, and benefer 3 
A fiddle was heard, to be ſure I was there. 

| To all that me near I had ſomething to y: 
Twas. this, Sir—and chat, Sir —but ſcarce ever Nay ; 
And Sundays, dreſs'd out in my filks aud A 

I warrant I ſtood by the beſt i in the place, 1 


At twenty I got me a balkan deb na! * 
Well, reit him, we all ave as good as we n 2 


Yet be was ſo peeviſn, he'd quarrel for ſtra wog 
And jealous tho truly I gave bim ſome cauſe. 


He ſnubb'd me, and buff'd me-—but Jet me — * 
Egad, I've 8 tongue and I paid bim bis on. 

Ve wives, take the: hint, and — ſpouſe is antow'rd, 
Stand firm to our charter—and haveithe nd. 
But now. I'm quite alter? d che more tu G 

I'm not what I was forty ſummers ago: 

This Time's a ſore foe, there's no ſhunning orig | 
However, I keep up à pretty good heart. 
Grown old, yet I hate to be fittiy mpm-chance;z 

I ftillfove a tune, tho? unable to dance; 
And books of devotign laid by on my ſhelf; a 
I tcach that to otheds'3 vate Bid myt 80 ; . 


Scins. The Squire 2 e dreending the ti with 


 buntſmen. 


Aalen 
Hark, hark! the dl . the enten broad 
To horſe, by brave 50e, gad . The 
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The morning is up, and the cry of the hounds * 
Upbraids our too tedious delay. 
What pleaſure we feel in purſuing the fox! 
Oer hill and o'er valley he . 5 ; 
- Then follow, we'll ſoon overtake him—Huzza! | 
Irue traitor is ſeiz d on and dies. 


1 


Triumphant returning at night with the ſpoil, 
Like Bacchanals, ſhouting and gay; ag 

How ſweet with a bottle and laſs to refreſh, _ 

X And loſe the ſatigues of the day!! 

With ſport, love, and wine, fickle fortune defys 

Dull wiſdom all happinefs ſours) ss? 

Since life is no more thay a paſfage at beſt, 

Let's firewthe way over Tg flow'rs. | [Beni 


SITY The Squire, returning after the bunt "me 
: gone of, knecs at Sally's doo, ui, come dat of the 
cottage. © I 


Sal. Ah, whither N my t 195 Ne * 

Sg. Where wew'd you fly? of whom are you 9 5 
Here's neither fpectre, ghoſt, nor goblin dig: 

. e eee e v-20 

Sal. Unlucky © - 

1 ſne ſits-me all e et ai 03" 43% 

_ Boewitching girl! I languiſh with legte. Zen 
But wherefore do you Wann n e 8 
G80 cey, fo filly - 

Sal. =Prays Bir, looſe oy bend. OMP 7% & Watts 


"BY When late I wander'd ofer the IT 
From nymph to nympb, I ſtrove in vain 
My wild deſires to rally: 8 
But now they're of themſelves come 8 | 7 
And, ſtrange! no longer ſeek to nt 
6] They centre all in Sally. 
Yet ſhe, unkind one, damps my 8 | | | 
Aud cries I court but to rope LIT eln ; 
Can love with ruin tally? Arg | 
By thoſe dear lips, thoſe eyes, I ſwear, 
I would all deaths, all torments bears 


6 CO PO RTTin WI $0126 UA | 
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Come then, oh come, thou ſweeter far 
Than jeſſamine and roſes are, 

| Or libes of the valley; 
O follow Love, and quit your fear; 
He'll guide you to theſe arms, my dear, 
And make me bleſt in Sally. 


Sa. Sir, you demean yourſelf; and, to be free, 
Some lady you ſhould chooſe of fit HE IT 
I am tea low, too-vulgane— is 1 
$7. — Rather ay, 
There's ſome more favour'd ical in 8 way: | 
Some happy ſweetheart in your thoughts take 3 
For him you keep your favours; that's the caſe, 
Sal. Well, if it be, tis neither ſhame nor fin: 
An honeſt lad he is, of honeſt kin: 
No higher than we equal I pretend: 
You have your anſwer, Sir; and there's an end. 


Sz. Come, come,.my dear girl, I muſt not be deny'd; 
Fine cloaths you 4 flaſh i in, and rant it away: 
I'll give you this purſe too; and, hark you, beſide, 
We'll kiſs and we'll toy all the long 1 
Sal. of kiſling and toying you ſoon would be tir'd ; 
Oh, ſhould hapleſs Sally conſent to be naught! 
; Beſides, Sir, believe me, I ſcorn to be hir'd; 
The heart's not worth gaining which is tobe bought. 
Sz. Perhaps you're afraid of the world's buſy tongue: 
But know, above ſcandal you then ſhall be put; 
And laugh, as you roll in your chariot along, 
At draggle-tail Chaſtity walking a-foot. 
Sal. If only through fear of the world L was ſhy, 
My coyneſs and modeſty were but ill ſhown; 
It's pardon were'caſy with money to buy; | 
But how, tell me how, Tſhould purchaſe my own. 
Sg. Leave,morals to grey-beards, thoſe wt PO” 
For better employment —- 
Sal, I will not endure | 
$7. Oh fie, child! Love bids you be rich £2) be kind: 
Sal. But virtue e commands N l and poor. 


act. 


- 
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A c ee eee, 
| Scrvsz The Sea-fide | 
Thomas, with . enters in a beat, from which they 


1 * 
Tuomas. 

A VAST, my boys, ataſtf all hands aſnore: 
Meſſmates; what cheer? Old England; hey! once more. 
I'm thinking how the wenehes will rejoicez' 
Out with your preſents, boys, and take your choice. 
I've an old ſweetheart—— but look; there's the town ; 

Weigh anchor, tack about, and let's bear down; 


How happy is the ſailor's life, . 4s © 
From coaſt to coaſt, to roam; 
175 ey'ry; port he finds a wife, 
In ev'ry land a home. 
He love's to range, 
He's nowliere' ſtrange z: 
He ne*er will turn his back, 
To friend or foe © © 
ieee TT SS 
* My nge kor honeſt 1 on HULL I 1». 
\ | Chor. He loves to range; Ke. N 4d 


If ſaucy foes dare make. a — 15 
And to the ſword appeal; 8 
We out, and quickly learn em, bre | 
With whom they have to deal. 5 
We know no craft, but fore and aſt, 
Lap on our ſtrokes amain 
Then, if they” re ſont, for t'other ben, 
Me drub 'em ober again. 
Cborus. We know no craft, &c. 


Or fair or foul, let Fortune blow, | 
Our hearts are never dull 
The pocket that · to·day ebe low, 
' To-mvrrow'ſliall be full: 
For if ſo be, we want, d'ye ſee, 
A pluck of this here fluff ; 
In Indi-a, and Ameri-ca, 
| We're ſure to find enough. 
Chorus. For if fo be, Kc. Then 


Dor. 


THE SAILORS RETURN: 24 


| Then bleſs the king, and bleſs the ſtate, 
And bleſs our captains all; | 
And ne'er may chance unfortunate, 
The Britiſh fleet befal; 
But proſp'rous gales, where'er ſhe vat, | 
And ever may ſhe ride, 
Of ſea and ſhore, till time's no more, hs 
The terror and the pride. . 4/ 
Chorus. But proſp'rous gales, &. £ Exeunt. 


Enter Squire and Dorcas. ' 

Sz. In vain I've ev'ry wily art eſſay d, ; 
Nor promiſes can'tempt, nor vows perſuade | 

No proſpect of ſucceſs is left me now : 

How ſhall 1 gain ber 

Why, I'll tell you how. 

This way ſhe comes; the weach i i Full of pride? 

Lay 76 and vows, and promiſes aſide: 

Often, when regular approaches fail, 

Beſiegers ſtorm, a place, and ſo prevail. 


All you who would with to fucceed with a laſs 
Learn how the affair's to be done; | 

For if you Rand fooling, and ſhy, like an aſa, 
You'll loſe her as ſure as a gun. 


With whining, and fighing, and vows, and all that, 
As far as you pleaſe you may run; 
She'll hear you, and jeer you, and give vou a rat. 
But jilt you, as ſure as à gun. 
To worſhip, and call her bright goddeſs, is ſine: 
But mark you the conſequence, mun; | 
The baggage will think herſelf really divine, ©» 
And ſcorn you, as {ure as' a gun. 


Then be with a maiden, bold, frolic, and ſtout, 
And no opportunity ſhun | 

She'll tell you ſhe hates you, My ſwear he'll ery out; 
But mum——ſhe's as fure as a gun. [Exeunt. 


Enter Sally, with a milking pail. 3 Y © 
Sal How cruel] thoſe who, with ungenerous aim, 


Strive to ou and bri oor maids to ſhame ! 
Vor. II. ehr pF 
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That brutiſh Squire! but wherefore ſhould I fear? 
I ne'er can turn falſe-hearted to my dear. 

No; when he came his laſt farewel to take, 

He bid me wear this token for his ſake; 

He ſhall not-prove me-fickle and unkind; 

Or fay, that—out of ſight was out of _ 


F Auſpicious ſpirits guard my love, 

In time of danger near him bide; | 

With outſpread wings around him move, 
And turn each random ball aſide. 

And you his foes, though hearts of ſteel, 
Oh, may you then with me accord; 

A ſympathetic paſſion feel, | 

| Behold his face, and drop the W. | 


Ve winds, your bluſt ring fury leave ; 
Like airs that o'er the garden ſweep, 
Breathe ſoft in ſighs, and gently heave 
The calm ſmooth boſom of the deep. 
Till halcyon peace return'd, once more, 
From blaſts ſecure and hoſtile harms, 
My ſailor views his native ſhore, 


And harbours ſafe in thoſe fond arms. = 


Enter Squire. 
g. Well met, pretty maid; 
175 Nay, don't be afraid; 
I mean you no miſchief, I vow: 
Pſha! what is't you ail? 4 
Come, give me your pail, _ 
And Ill carry it up to Jour . 


Fal. Pray let it alone, 
I've hands of my o.ẽ n-, 
Nor need yours to help me-—forbenr !. 
How can you perſiſt? 
* I won't, Sir, be kiſt, 
| N teaz d thus—go rifle elſewhere. 


* 


Sz. Un yon lonely grove: 

I faw an alcoye, F ; 
e Al mpeg the Iweet . rage | 
* And 


1d 
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And there was a thruſſ j,, * _ -- 
Hard by in a buſh, | 
”T would charm you: to hear how he Gngs. 


Sal. But Hark! rithee, hark ! 
Look, yon a lark! 
It warbles = pleaſes me ſo, 
To hear the ſoft tale 
O' th fweet nightingale | 
Lan. eee, rA TTY 
Sz. Then here we'll fit down: 1 
244 Come, come, never frown! - 
No longer my bliſs Ell retard 
Kind, Venus ſhall ſpread 
Her veil over head, | 
And the little rogue Cupid keep guard. 


Enter Thomas. 
Tho. What's this I ſee? May I believe my may 
A pirate juſt about to board my prize ! 
'Tis well L this way chanc'd my courſe to 4 
Sal, what's the matter z—— | 
Sal. —Thomas ! | * 
Sz. — Sdeath, who's bad 7 þ 9 
Fellow be gone, or-—— | 20 
Tho. Learn your phraſe to men 
Do you ſheer aff, or elſe L' make yon, friend, 
Let go the wench 3 [ elaim her for my ſhare 
And now lay hands upon her—if vou dare. 


Sg. Saucy rafcal, this intruſion 
You ſhall zafwer to your colt : | AY 
Bully'd—ſcandaliz'd—confufion l | SIR 
All my ſchemes and wiſhes eroſt. N | 


we 


Tho, Hark you, maſter, keep your aner 3 
*Sblood; take notice what I ſay: 
There's the channel, no reſiſtance ; 
Tack about, and bear away. 


* | Wor'd you wreſt our freedom from us ? þ 
* Now my heart has loſt its fear: | 
Oh, my beſt, my deareſt Thomas! 
Sure ſome angel brought you here. 
| X 2 Sg 
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8g. Since her paltry inclination,  */ 
Stoops to ſuch a thing as you; 


Thus I make a recant ation; 
Wretched, fooliſh girl, adieu! , Exit. 


Sal. Oh, welcome; welcome l. How ſhall I impart 
The j joy this happy meeting gives my heart ? 
Now, Tom, in fafety ſtay at home with me, 
And never truſt again that treach'rous ſea. 


Tho. Excuſe me, Sal ; while e George has foes, 
Ou land and main their ſe. | 
But hang this talking, m deſires „ e 3 
Lou ſee yon ſteeple, and know what 1 mean. 


Let fops pretend in 12556 to melt, 
And talk of pangs they never felt; 
I ſpeak without diſguiſe or art. 
And with my hand beſtow my heart. 


Sal. Let ladies prudiſhly deny, 

| Look cold, and give their thoughts the ne; 
T own the Fand 5 in my breaſt, 
And long to make my lover bleſt. 


The. For this the ſailor, on the maſt 
Endures the cold and cutting blaſt z - 
All dripping wet, wears out the night, bo if 
And braves the fury of the fight. | 


Sal. For this the virgin pines and fighs, x 
; With throbbing heart and ſtreaming eyes ; 
Till ſweet reverſe of joy ſhe proves, 
And claſps the faithful lad the loves. 


\ Both. Ye Britiſh youths, be brave ; you'll find 
I he Britiſh virgins will be kind: | 


Protect their beauty from alarms, *. 
And they'll repay you with its charms. 
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. 


-Night ur cone muſe the buſtia wears, 


 FLDLOS MEL HED 


And gives herſelf no ſmall romanti© airs;, | | 
Struts in berotes, and in pompois verſe: | "4 
Does the minuteft incidents rehearſe ; , 3 
In ridicule*s fri retreſpect diſplays. / 

The poetaſters of theſe modern days. 5 > 
When the big-bellowing pong rendt our ears, 
Which, ſtript of found, quite void v, enſe * + 


Or when 


Serenely dull, claborately low : 8. EIT 2 
Either extrome, wwhen wain RI tale, N | 
The actor ſu offers for. the author's fue: 


The quite=tir'd audience loſe whale hours, yet bay, 0 


To go unpleas'd andunimprov'd away. | | | . 
This being our ſcheme, we hope you will excuſe 

Tie wild nergfer Ws 
3 


— CEE nt OT 2 ng In ——— OR nee ng nn 


— WE _— OY 
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mus a fralic ware a mimic maſh 3 | 


And ſets borfelf fo eubimfical . n * 0 


*Tis meant to pleaſe; but if it ſhould A 
25 ele N fon will ow e 


* 


| Scans, An anti-chamber in the Palace. 
| Enter nn: Funidos and Aldiborontiphoſcophornio, 


Rrcpun-Funipos. 


LDIBORONTIPHOSCOPHORN1O! 
Where left you Chrononhotonthologos? 
Ald. Fatigu'd with the tremendous toils of wary 


Within his tent, on downy couch ſuccumbent, 


Himſelf he unfatigues with gentle ſlumbers. 

LulPd by the cheerful trumpet's gladſome' clangor, 
The noife ef drums, and thunder of artillery, 
He ſleeps ſupine amidſt the din of war: 

And yet it is not definitely fleep ; 


Rather a kind of doſe, a wakin lumber, 
That ſheds a ſtupe faction o'er his ſenſes : 


For now he nods and ſnores ; anon he ſtarts; 
Then nods and ſnores again. If this be ſleep, 


Pell me, ye gods, what mortal man's awake! 


What ſays my friend to this? 
. Say ! I ſay he * dog-ſleep : what a plague 
you have me to ſay ? 
Ald. O impious thought! O curft infiouation ! 
As if great Chrononhotonthologos, 
To animals deteftable and vile, | 
Had ought the leaſt ſimilitude! 
Rig. My dear friend, you entirely nn me: 


I did not call the king dog. by craft; I was only go going 


to tell you the ſoldiers had juſt received * pay, 
are all drunk as ſo many ſwabbers. 
Ald. Give orders inſtantly, that no more money 


Be iſſued to the troops; mean time, my friend, 
Let all the baths be fill'd with ſeas of coffee, 


To ftupify their ſouls into ſobriety. 
Rig. I fancy you had better baniſh the fines and 
. the genera, calks to the * 
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Ald. Thou counſel &t well, my Rigdam-Funidos, 
And reaſon ſeems to further thy advice. 
But ſoft——the king, in penfive contemplation, 
Seems to revolve on ſome important doubt: 
His ſoul, too copious for this earthly fabric, 
Starts forth ſpontaneous in ſfoliloquy, , 8. 
And makes his tongue the midwife of his WIR LIT 
Let us retire, leſt we diſturb his ſolitude. [They retires” 
- Enter King. 

King. This god of deep is watchful to torment me, 
And reſt is grown a ſtranger to mine eye, 
Sport not with Chrononhotonthologos, 
Thou idle flumb'rer, thou deteſted Sormus ; 
For if thou doſt, by all the waking pow'rs, s, 

I'll tear thine eye-balls from their leaden fockets, j 

And force thee to outſtare etcrnity, 


[Exit in a ders 
Re-enter Rigdum- -Funidos and . 
phornio. f 
Rig. The king's sin a curſed paſſion ; Pray, who is - 
this My Somnus he's fo angry withal ? | 


Ald. The ſon of Chaos and Erebus, © 47 
Inceſtuous pair! brother of Mors relentleſs ; 901 
Whoſe ſpeckled robe, and wings of blackeſt hue, 
Aſtoniſh all mankind with hideous glare: 
Himſelf, with ſable plumes, to men benevolent, 
5 dow ny flumbers and refreſhing fleep. ; 

The gentleman may be come of a very ſa - 
mi, for ought L know but I wou'd not be in his place. 


WT" But 15 the king, his footſteps aer beadings | 
His cogitative og immers'd 1 N. 
In cogibundity of cogitation. '1 | | 
Let — cloſe our folding · doors of ſpeech, 

Lill apt attention tell our heart the purport. 
Of this profound profundity of thought. 
Re-enter King and Attendants. 
It is reſoly'd—Now, Somnus, 1 405 thee, + 
AS rom mankind ampute thy cur dominion ; 
Theſe royal eyes thou never more ſhalt cloſe : 
Henceforth let no man ileep, on pain of death. © 


nftead of ſleep, let pompous Pageantrys | Aad ' 


_ 


* 


Or pent fo cloſe as to admit no vacuum, [ungots, 
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And ſolemn ſhow, with ſonorous ſulemnity, r 
Keep all mankind eternally awake. 24% 


Bid Harliquino decorate the ſtage 


With all magnificence of decorations, 
Giants, gianteſſes, dwarfs, and pigmics, hy 
Songs, dances, muſie in its ample order, 

Mimes, patomimes, and all the-magic motion 


O ſcene deceptio-vifive, and ſublime, | -/ 


[An Entertainment of finging\bere, after the Italian 
manner, by en Scacciatinello and N ; 
 __  Sacarina«}; ! 
Enter Captain of the Guards. * 
Capt. Toarms, toarms! great Chrononhotomthologos! 
Th” Antipodean pow'rs, from realms below, | 
Have butſt the ſolid entratls of the earth, 


/ | Guſhing ſuch cataracts of forces forth, eb 


This world is too incopious to contain chem. 

Armies on armies march in form ſtupendous; 

Not like our earthly legions, rank by rank, 

But tire o'er tire, high pil'd from earth to heav'n. 5 


A blazing bullet, bigger than the ſun, 


Shot from a huge and monſtrous culverin, 
Has laid your royal citadel in aſhes, 
King. Peace, coward !] were they wedg'd like golden 


One Teak from Chrononhotonthologos 

Shall ſtare them into nothing. Rigdum-Funidos, 

Bid Bombardinion draw his legions forth, % 

And meet us in the plains of Queerumania + : 
This very now ourſelves will there conjoin nim. 


Mean time bid all the prieſts prepare their temples 1 
For rites of triumph: let the ſinging lingers, 


With vocal voices, moſt vocifersus, 


In ſweet voctferation, out-vociferize 


- 
Cu. A 
» 


Even ſound itfelf. So de i it as we have order a 1 
[EExeunt „ 
Scens, A, . eee 


Enter Q. Fadladinida, Tutlanthe, and Attendant. 


Queen. Day's curtain drawn, the morn begins to-riſe,, 
And waking nature * her fleepy T9 $: | 115 
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The-pretty little, fleecy, hleating flocks, 
In baa's harmonious warble thro the rocka: 4 
Night gathers up ber ſhades in fable ſhrouds, 
And whiſp'ring oſiers tattle to the clouds; 
What think you, ladies, if an hour we kill 
At baſſet, ombre, piquet, or quadrille? 
* Tat, Your Majeſty was pleas'd to order te. 
9ween, My mind is alter'd; bring ſome ratafia. 
[ They are Served a a drome 
I have a bonds Kader lebe from France; 
Bid him come in. What think © of dance? | a 
Fid. Thi 9 708 +>. 7 Gpoliant wy 
7 s to your e our 1 
Would you a ſolo or ſonato . | | 
Or bold concerto, or ſoft ficiliano, ' : 
Alla Franceſe overo in guſto Romano? | 
When you command, tis dane as ſoon as 1. 
Queen, A civil felow—Play us the Blac leck / 
[Quern land Ladies dance beret ana) 
So much for dancing; now let's veſt a While. 
Bring in the tea-things; does the kettle boil? = 
Tat. The water bubbles, and the ye-empe Bide" 


Through kiſs li 
ough eager hope to ir RAW 


Veen. Come, ladies, ien 
Or green im rial, or Pekoe Baches? 4 
1/} Lady. , no never, ſure on each was fen, 
So gracious, berg and affable a queen.” Nr! 
24 Lady. She is an angel e e 
1/7 Lady. She's a goddeſs rather? Nan 1 
Tat. She's avgel, queen, and goddeſs all greet „ 
Jucem. Away! you flatter me.— 2 
1/f Lagy. — We don't indeed. — De py i | 
Your merit does our praiſes far exceed. 85 5 
Queen. You make me bluſh: pray help me to a ba. 
Lady. That bluſh becomes you.— 
Tat. Would I were a man! 
Queen. I' hear no mare of this, as I'm a finner. 
[Enter Dumb Maſter of the Ceremonies, making ſigns of 
eating. ] 


Dear me! that's + true, g never thought of der wy 


: 4 p 


— 
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But *twill be over, ladies, very ſoon : 
Meantime, my Trieuds play t'other little tune. 


[ Mujec plays, they all dante off: 
Servus, Another. apartment. 
Enter Rigdum-Funnidos and Aldiborontiph- 


Egad, we're in the wrong box; who the devil 
G * have thought, that this ſame Chronophotontholo- 
* s ſhould have beat that mortal fight of Tippodeans? 
hy, there's not a mother's child of them to be ſeen, 
Egad, they footed: it away as faſt as their hands could 
carry them; but they left their king behind —_ we 
ha ve him ſafe, that's comfort. 
Ald. Wou'd he were fil at ampleſt liberty! 
For, O my deareſt Rigdum-Funmdog, 105 
I have a riddle to unriddle to thee,” 5 
Shall make the ſtare thyſelf into a GAS 0 bt Wee 
Our Queen's in love with this Antipoden. 
' Rig.) The devil ſhe is! Well, 1 wy miſchief i is going 
forward with a vengeance. 
Ald. But lo, the conqueror comes \nll-ervwn'd with- 
A ſolemn triumph graces his return; e 
Lets graſp the fore-lock of this apt occaſion, 
To reet the victor in bis flow of glory. 
nter King in triumph, met by Rigdum. and Aldib. 
"Ald. All hail to Chrononhotontholo goss: 
Thrice trebly welcome to your loyal ſubjeRts! X 
Myſelf, and Faithful Rigdum-Funnidos, . le 
Loft in a labyrinth of love and loyalty, 
Intreat you to inſpe&'our inmoſt 2 
And read in them what tongue can never atter; $5gh 


King. Aldiborontiphofcophornio, Ed. 
To thee, and-gentle Rigdum- Funnidos, > 
Our gratulations flow in ſtreams unbounded; | A. 
Our bounty's-debtor to your layalt , . 


Which ſhall with iat reſt be repaid ere long. 

But where's our Queen, where's Fadladinida ? 

She ſhould be foremoſt in this gladſome train, 

To grace our triumph; but I ſee ſhe flights me- 

This haughty queen ſhall be no longer mine; | 

I'll have a ſweet and gentle concubine. | 
K. Now, my dear eee Phoſcophorny, for a *. 


ing 
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ging lie to bring the queen off; and I'll run with it this 
minute to her, that we may be all in a ſtory. LAßde. 
(They whiſper importunately, and Rigdum. goes out.) 
Ald. Speak not, | great Chrononhotonthologos, 2 
In accent ſo injuriouſly ſevere, 
Of Fadladinida your — queen _ 
By me ſhe arg an embaſh th — | 41 
Sweet blandiſhments, and kind (congratulations z'/ - 
But t O ſhe cannot, come herſelf! | 
Our rage is turn'd to fear; what ails the queen? 
41 A ſudden diatihœa's rapid foree 
So ſtimulates the periſtaltic motion, ＋ 
That all conclude her royal life in 
King. Bid the pbyſiciade of the earth aemble © 
In conſideration ſolemn and ſedate; 
More to corroborate their ſage reſolves, | 
Call from their graves the learned men of my 
Galen, Hippocrates, and Patacelſus; 
Doctors, apothecaries, ſurgeons, ik: : | 
All, all attend! and ſee they bring their mean 
Whole magazines of gallipoted noſtrum, 
Materializ'd in pharmaceutic order: 
The man that cures jour queen an have our 3 | 
2:71 '  [Exeunt e. 
Bene Tatlanthe end Queen. Ng l 
Queen, Heigh ho! my heart! r ee 
Tat. What ails my gracious queen? vT 
Queen. O, would to Venus I had never cen 1 
Tat. Seen what, my royal miſtyoler FIND 
2 Too, too much! g 
at. Did it affright you? 44 151 eb e an ala 
Queen. No, tis nothing ſuch, - + + 643000 
Tat. What was it, madammm̃m on TL 
Jueen. Really I don't know, ; 
Tat.-It muſt be VR . 
Queen. No. un I W 
Tat. Or nathing. + . ee 1 
Juen. No. | 3+ 
O, my Tatlanthe! have you ever ſeen A 
Tat, Can I gueſs what, unleſs you N wy queen? 
_w_ F * py 
& dis 


% 
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| You are to0 perthy-. laviſh in his praiſe: 


My gracious queen and:miſtreſs ſo ſebere. 


| 
| 
3 
Ki 


Tat. Juſt now return'd from war,, 
He rides like Mars. in his trinmphal „ © £24914 
Conqueſt precedes with laurels in bus — e 
Behind bim Fame daes on her tiptocs ſtand; | 
Her golden trump ſhrill bi the air ſhe- = Haag 
Which rends the earth, and thenee'to heav'n — 
Trophies, and ſpoils innumerable, grace 
This triumph, which all triumpts does deſaor.. 
Haſte then, great queen, your hero thus to 2 i 
Who longs to lay his laurels at your feet. 

Queen. Art mad, Tathanthe? 1 mean as ſuch thing: 
Your talk's diſtaſteful— 

Tat. Didn't yon name the bing? 5 | 

ern. I did. 'Vatlanthe! but it was not thine; 

The charming king I mean is only mine. 

Tat. Who elſe, who elſe, but ſack à ire fir, 
In Chrononhatouthologos would ſhare? 
The queen of beauty, and the god of war, 
In you and Chronouhotomtholuges' united are; 
The queen of beauty, and the of arms, 
In him and yaw. united blend their charms. 
O, had you ſce him, how he dealt out death, | 
And at one ſtroke robb's thanfunds of theiv brech; 
While on the Oaughter'd heaps himſelf did rile 
In pyramids of conqueſt to the ſkies! 

ee, This does my utmoſt T aer tet 


Leave me for ever. en 
Tat. (Kneeling.— , what ſhall I 47. , cr 

Do not, great queen, your anger thus diſplay. + 

0 frown me dead! let me not live to hear Ye 


I've made ſome horrible 58 no W 1 
O tell me what it is! - Ra 
ucen. — No, find it at; i; | | 
at. No, I will never 0 you; ; here I'll grow, 
Till you ſome token of forgiveneſs ſhow. - 
OH ye pow'rs above! come down, come down! 
And 3 her brow diſpel that angry frown. 
Bueen. Vatlanthe' riſe; thou haſt prevail'd at laſt; ; 
Offend no more, and Ill excuſe wry GAR bw 
2 a 1 at. 


— 


* 


t. 


> % 
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Tat. ( Aide.) Why, what a fool was I, not to per- 

ceive her paſſion for the topſy-turvy king? the gentle- 

man who carries his head where his pan be. 

But I muſt tack about, I fee. 

Excuſe me, gracious Madam, if my heart 

Bears ſympathy with yours in ey'ry part. 

With you alike I ſorrow and rejoice | 

Approve your paſſion, and commend your. ae 

The captive king 8 
Queen. That's he! that's he! that's he! 

I'd die ten thouſand deaths to ſet him free, 

Oh, my Tatlanthe! have you ſeen his face, 


His air, his ſhape, his mien, with ſuch a races © 
Quite upfide down, in a new way he ſtands? 


How prettily he foots-it with hie hand!! — 
Well, I muſt have him, if L live or die 
To prilon and his charming arms I. fly. 3 | 


SCENE, 4 Priſon. 
The King of the Antipodeans diſcovered fleeping on a ; couch, 


Enter neen. . 
Queen. Is this a place, oh all ye gods above! 
This a reception for the man I Idve? 
See in what charming attitude he ſleeps, 
While nature's ſelf at his confinement weeps! 

; Riſe, lovely monarch! ſee your friend W 3 
No Chrononhotonthologos is here, +4 
Command your freedom by this ſacred ring, - 

Then command me. What ſays my charming king? 
[ Puts à ring in his mouth, he makes an odd kind of noiſes 

Ah, wretched queen, how hapleſs is thy lot, os 
To love a man that underſtands thee not!! 

O lovely Venus! goddeſs all divine! * X 
And gentle Cupid, that ſweet ſon of thine! 
Aſſiſt, aſſiſt me with your ſacred art, | 
And teach me to obtain this ftranger's heart. 


Venus deſcends in her chariot with Copid, 2 


See Venus docs attend thee, F 
9", 21099 dildin, my dolding: 
oddeſs will befriend PER 


, ht and ſhin! . | ; | 
vos. li e Y wn 


7 5 
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Wah Lk and com 
a Nr Ne ee | 
Lily, &c. Da capo. N WW 
| Air changes. 5 
| To thee i pow'r arhit;; | r 
Dance over the lady lee: | 
Demand what e'er thou wilt, tis thine, 
My gay lady. 
Take this magic wand in hand, © 
L Dance, c. 
All the world's at thy command, 
My gay, fc. Da capo. 


WR 4, . Cupid Sing. 854 

Are you a widow, or are you a wiſe, | 
| Gllyflow! r, gentle roſemary 655 
Or are you a maiden fo fair rages bright, 

+ an OY a onery Oat 


Queen. 
| War'd Iver awhdow is Tram , | | 
___ Gillyflow'r, Se. NN 
| n R 
As the dew, &c. 


Cupid. 
You ſhall be a widow before it be aight, . 
3 Gillyfloy. 1, Ee. 
BE er a maiden ſo fair and fo bright 
Ast * 
To jolly young huſbands your perſon hal Gre, 
* tmp ne bikes body tall bear, 
twenty r n 
As the dew, &c. ' 7 2 


Auen 
0 thanks, M id, for . Shia — 
' Gillylow'r, Cup a 


What. woman alire * ſuch offers clue, , 
Venus a id re-aſcend. 


- 
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Scrus, Bombardinion's tent. 2 n 
Enter King and Bombardinion. 


Bom. 'Fhis honour, royal Sir, ſo _—_— 
The royalty of your moſt royal actions, 
The dumb can only utter forth their 33 
For we who ſpeak, want words to te wo tides | 
Here, fill the goblets with Phalernian wine; | 
And while our monarch drinks, bid the ſhrill trumps: 
Tell all-the gods that we propine gary man fun. 
rumpet 
King. Hold; Bombardinion ; I eſteem it , 
Wich o much wine, to eat a little bit. 
Bom. See that the table inſtantly be ſpread 
With all that art or nature can produce: 
Traverſe from pole to pole; fail round the worldy 
Bring ev'ry eatable that can be eat; 
The king ſhall eat, though all 840 ſtare d. 
Enter Cooks, 3 
Cook. Aud it pleaſe your honour, there's ſome cold 
pork in the pantry; ['ll baſh ix for his majeſty in a mi- 


__ Exit in a hurry» 
Tg Haſh'd pork! Shall Gees, ben hologes  - 
Be fed with ſwine's fleſh; and at ſecond 3 | 


Now, 32 the gods! thou doſt inſult ua, 

Bem. The gods can witneſs that I hee thooghe 
Your majeſty to pork had fuch averſion! 

King Away, thou traitor! doſt thou mock thy maſter? 

[Strikes him. 

Bom. A blow! Shalf Bombardinion take a blow? 
Blaſk, bluſh, thou ſon! ſtart. back, thou rapid ocean! | 
Hills, vales, ſeas, mountains, all, commixiog, * | 


And into chaos pulverize the world; 

For Bombardinion has receiv'd a blow, | 

And Chrononhotonthologos ſhall die. NY iid 
King. What means the traitor? Drau. 


1 Traitor in thy ks hill the 
I defy thee. 3 he - 
Ha! what have I done? 0 e : rg | 
Go call a coach, and let a coach be call'd; 
And letithe man that calls it be the callerz 
And in his calling, Ne” an Datedlh 

IO 7 | 2 


N 
_—— 1 


"And if Tifind than triflet.with me thee; 


nies apart, let's p 
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| But coach, coach, coach! O for a coach, ye gods! | 
[Exit raving, 

A Returns with a Doctor. 
Bom. How fares your majeſty? 

Doch. My Lord, he's dead. 

Bom. Ha, dead? impoſſible! it cannot be?! 
I'd not believe it, hank he himſelf ſhou'd radars it. 
Go join his body to his ſoul again, * 


Or 5 this band thy ſoul ſhall quit thy body. 


Deo. My Lord, he's paſt the pow'r of 251 
Ha lo foul has left this ts 155 pe: 
Bom. Then go to t'other world and fetch it back; 
(Aills bin. 


I'll chace thy ſhade through myriads of orbs, 
And drive thee far e the verge of nature. 
Ha! call'ſt thou, .Chrononhotonthologos ? 

I come I your faithful Bombardinion comes! 

He comes, in worlds unknown, to make new wars, 
| nd gaip has! rows num'rous as the ſtars " | 
5 | ; LA. himſelf. 
1 aer Queen and others. 

7 O horrid! horrible! avd horrid'ft horror 


Our king, our general, our doctor dead! 


All dead! 2 dead pare dead ! 4 TY 
Oh! ; a trage an. 
Queen My huſband dead! go 3 is Fu ah rn 
To make a widow. of a virgin queen? Eo 
Far to my great misfortune, he, poor king, 
Has left me ſo; and that's a wretclied thing! 
Tat. Why then, dear Madam, make no further Pother; 
Were I your Majeſty, I'd try another. | | 
* I think 'tis beſt to follow thy advice, 
Tat. „„ 1 tad. 
Here s Rigdum- Funidos, a proper man; | 
If any one 8 pleaſe a 2 he can. 4 WF: 
Rig. Ay that I can, pleaſe your majeſty: ſa, ceremo- 
3 E the buſineſs. 
F Kiſes the Queen. 
Qucen. Oh, but the mourning takes up all my care 
© at an a A. 


- 


_— 
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Rig. O, Madam, never talk of mourning ; 
One ounce of mirth is worth a pound of ſorrow: 
Let's bed to-night, and then we'll wed to-morrow. 

I'll make thee a great man, my little Phoſcophorpy.. | 
| Aide to Aldib. 
Ald. I ſcorn thy bounty; I'll be king or nothing: 
Draw, miſcreant, draw. (Rig. runs behind the Queen. 
Queen. Well, gentlemen, to make the matter eaſy, 
Pl have you both; and that, I 2 will pleaſe ye. 

1 Takes each by the hand. 

And now, Tatlanthe, thou art my care; 3 
Where ſhall I find thee ſuch another (<2? 1 
Pi:y that one has ſerv'd ſo long, ſo well, 
Should die a virgin, and lead apes in hell. 
| Chooſe for yourſelf, dear girl; dur empire round, 
Your portion 1s twelve e thouſand. pound. 

Tat. Thanks to your ſty'; give me the _— | 
Let me alone to find ae a honey. 


Tatlanthe finger. 
Marriage may become a curſe, 
F Huſbands may but teaze me; 
So far better or for worſe - 
No huſband: ſhall &er ſeize me. 
Changing, ranging, at my pleaſure, 
Men in plenty for my treaſure ;. 
I myſelf will A the purſe, 
And pay them as they pleaſe me. 


* 
. 


geen ſings. 
Trot, my girl, thou'rt in the . 
And thy ſcheme Ul] borrow ; 
Tia a thought that's new and bright; 
Wedlock brings but ſorrow. 


; To Aldib. and Rigdum. 
Gentlemen, I'm not for marriage; 
wag omar, to your carriage, 

ou both behave to-night, 
ou ſhall be paid to-· morrow. 


1 __EPH 


EPILOGUE 


- 


CUSTOM commands that fomething 7 faould ſoy 
In favour of the poet ad the play. 
Critics, on you aur author docs depend ; 
B. you bis champian, and bis cauſe deu. : 
N u ee ee eee 
| Pan bidto fay, Qui capit, ille facit. 

| Whate'er you pleaſe to cenflire or corre, © 
V. all attend with pleaſure and reſpet?. 

But to our. failings ſame indulgence give, 

A4. with ane gen rant Playdit bid it A 


NECK. OR NOTHING. 


IN.TWO. ACTS. 
BY D4 VID CARRICK, . 


2.5 * 


= * , 
741 enen 192} 31 e 


 Dramarzi3$ Prason k. it * Ts 

; | 3 263 * N „el 
* + : | >... 4 Dru kane. 

M. Stocheell, citizen, 8 Mr Hartry: 
Sir 22 Harlowe, a c | Mir Parſons 
13 r Packer, 
Marting Belford's fervent, M Palmer | |. 
Sip, (errant de Rara, f * 4 Mr Yates. 2 
7 71 02 A N a 

Ari abe, - - . 


M N. — ” 
n 2 : * 8 


' *Þ oa 3 tt. 9H : d 
R, bs a! 
Sens, A Street. ſl 
' a6. > 
Enter MaxTiy. 0/2) yr 


AM fick-as a dog: of n 

other people's buſineſs and neglecting my on 
This low Ha le the devil t—Pye bad. a taſte of the gen- 
tleman, and ſhall. never loſe it. *Tis thy on fault, my 
little Martin—Thou would'@ always play ſmall games; 
when, had you but | bad the face to put yourſelf 
a little, ſome well joiatur'd. widow had taken you into 
her poſt chariot, and made your fortune at once. A fel: 
low of my wit and ſpirit ae K n 
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, Mary Can that be my modeſt Send 1. [dic 
"8p. The ſame, i Pfand *% 3p! .L 
* 1 2 he, as 1 — : | 

SL riend, bappily met—— | 1 
— Her My dear, I embrace you Not ſeeing vou 
L ng the beau - monde, 1 was afraid there had been 
| Come. : Freſh miſunderſtanding between-you and the w. 
45 Slip. Faith, my dear, I have had a narrow — 
__ fnce l ſew yo l had like to have been 
ſome of our ſettlements abroad but I found there has 
no doing the buſineſs by deputy——ſo— 

Mar. Did not accept of the place, ha a!—Why, what 
little miſchief hadſt thou been at? 
Slip” Why, I don't know—neeting one night with 2 
certain: Portugueſe. Jem merchant, in one of the back- 
ſtreets here by the Exchange—(E w. a little in liquor, 
I betieve—piping hot from a turtle-feafſt); it came into 
my giddy head to ſtop him, out of mere curioſity to aſk 
- what news from Germany nothing more ;—and the fel. 
low, not underſtanding good Engliſh, would needs have 

it that I aſd him — ſomething elſe He baw}'d 


120 $0205 Aide the watch, down was I laid in thie ken - 


_ © eoulin, that was kept by Mr Qu ack 0 


nel—and then carried before a magiſtrate — He clapp'd. 
en me a ſtone doublet, that I could not get off my | * 
bor two months. 

Mar. Two months, fay you! 

Sid. And there-I might bare rotted, if I had not 
had great friends : a certain lady of quality's woman's 

hates inn, you 

muſt know, was in love #rx by. me; and ſhe——— _ 
Mar. Brought you in Not guilty, - l warrants, 10h, 
nnn | 
» Sip." This affair —__ 6 foms ſerious rote 
tions 

Mar. No doubt, it ſpoil'd ou for a newſudanger r 


no more intelli from-foreign countries, ha ! 
5 hs th end in, what's rn ſince I 
ee 


; n Sir: Why; Lam aimed 

10 ſay it, I am but an honorary raſcal as, well | 

| felf, —1 did try my luck indeed at Epſom — 2 
market but ones unn 


— 


4 
e r 
2; or 


w QF cf? 
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* 
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was oblig'd to return to ſervice again. But a maſter 
without money, implies a ſervant without wages: Lam 
not in love with my condition, I promiſe you.| | 

lip. I ami with mine, I affure you: I amretir'd ſrom 
the great world—that's my taſte now—and live in the 
country with one Mr Harlowe——piping-hot from his 
travels. Tis 3 charming young fellow { Drinki 
hunting, and wenching, my boy !—a man of univer al 
knowledge. Then I am his privy counſellor, and we 
always play the devil together. I hat amuſes one, yu 
know, and keeps one out of miſchief. - 

Mar. Yes, pretty lambs! But what makes you at 


London now? whither are you bound? 


Slip. To yonder great hauſe. 

Mar. What, Mr Stockwell's? 

Slip. The ſame, You muſt hn his daughter _ 
gaged to my maſter. - | 

Mar. Miſs Stockwell to your deed Say 

Slip. Tis not above fix weeks ago, that my maſter's 
father, Sir Harry Harlowe, was here upon a viſit to his 
old friend, and then the matter was ſet, between em 
A a · la- mode, | aſſure you. _ a 

Mar. How do you mean ? ; | 

Slip. The old falks ſtruck the hankels hai * 
conſent of the young ones, ar even their ſeeing one ano: 
ther. 

Mar. Tip tap. 1 1 You — evry thing's 
agreed? 

Slip. Siguid hs; Fey by the 0 fathers the lady 
and her fortune both ready to be deliver d Twenty 
thouſand, you rogue ready rhino dowu and only wait 
for young maſter to write a receipt. 

| Mar. Whew ben my young maſter may een 
—_— a leg to his —_— pe: OT Os | 

e 


* 


Slip. Thy f Co 
Mar. Ay, he's ding for the—twenty PP 
that's all But fince your maſter [e 


Slip. Oh, there you're ' ſafe enough ; my aſter wk 
never marry Miſs HA er tek pus e 
rub in he's Way. ; | 

* A. 
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Sup. Oaly married already. 

Mar. How! 

Slip. Why, his father would marry him bee i in town, 
it ſeems: and he - choſe to be married in the country 
_ that's all. The truth is, our young gentleman manag'd 
matters with the young lady fo ill—or ſ well chat 
upon his father's return there was hot conſulting amon 
the relations; and the lady — 2 of a family, — 
having a ſmart fighting fellow o in the army 
hy, my maſter, who hates quarrelling, ſpoke to the 
old an: and the affair s huſn d up oy a e hell 
that's all. 

Mar. Um! av cutite dev face of affairs... | 

Slip. My maſter's wedding-cloaths and mine are all 

order'd for the country; 2 þ [ am to follow them, as 
Joon as | have ſeen the family here, and redeem'd my 
old maſter's promiſe that lies in pawn. / f 

Mar. Old maſter's promiſe !—let me think — 
Slip. * Twas what brought me to town, or I had not 
ſhook my honeſt friend by the fiſt. Martin, good 
morrow— What, i in the dumps? — we ſhall meet again, 


N 


— 
. n | 


Ae. Let me alone—l have x thought—Hark 

my dear, is thy maſter known to old Stockwell! EY 
. Never ſaw him in his life. 

« ar. That's brave, my boy! [ Hits him a Jap 2 the 

back }J—— Art thou. ſtilla-cock of the game, 61 ? and 

ſhall we No: I doubt l doubt — dam d Jew- 
merchant ſticks in thy ſtomach, and you are turn'd 

 dunghill, you. dog. 

_ Slip. Try me. A good failor won't die a dry death 
at land for one hurricane. k out ou would paſs 
your maſter upon-the family 7 "oy mine, and marry him to 
the lady ; is not that the trick? 

Mar. That!—T have a trick worth two on't: I know 

Miſs Nancy is a girl of taſte, and 1 have à prettier fel - 
low in my eye for her. 
Slip. Ay, who's. he? 
Mar. Myſelf, you puppy. 

8 That's brave, my boy ! bars him an the back 

I'm in love with her to N14 75 
ens - tes id. 


. 424 n 
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Ship. e Arrears 


prove _ flame. 
Mar. I will take the name and ſhape een 

Slip. Very well. 

Mar. Marry Miſs Stockwell 

Sip. Agreed... 

Mar. Touch the twenty thouſand— | 

Slip. Umb1 Well, well. if 

Mar. And diſappear, e 505500 0 ee 
clairciſſement. 

Sli Um!—That article wants« ie explanation 
my boch friend. 

Mar. How ſo? 

Slip. You talk of diſappearing ich the lady's fortune, 
and never mention Slip in the treaty. +» 

Mar. Oh, we ſhall diſappear together, to be ſure, — 
I have more honeur than to go without you. - 

Slip. Well, on that condition, I am content to ay 
your back hand. But hold, hold !—how will you 
vaſs yourſelf far my maſter, in a family where you are fo 
well known? 

Mar. Hold your fool's eee, is my firſt viſit 
to em. I return'd but yeſterday to my maſter.— Vou 
muſt know, I aſk'd his leave to be abſent a week, and I 
made free with a month: twas a party of Pony fol 
made bold. During my abſence he ſaw this lady, lik d 
ber perſon—ador'd EN fortune—and now, by =y help, 
hopes to be in poſſeſſion of both in a few days. 

ip- And you'll do the lady the honour t help ber 
to a better match? 1 . 

Mar. She'll think ſo, I believe. | 

Hip. Well ſaid, conceit!——But what ſort of people 
are your father and mother-in-law? 

Mar. I am told he is a mere citizen—who, thinking 
kimſelf very wile, is often outwitted ; and his lady has 
as much vanity in her way—will never be old, though | 
turn'd of ty and ien rt en fog a girl 


of fifteen 
is like all other miſſes, 


wants as be her own miſtreſs and her huſband's; and ia 
the mean time is governed by her chambermaid, who will 
be too hard for vs both if we * 


Mar. | 


— 


o 
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Mar. A. fig for „Lam prepar'd for em. 

Slip. But harkee?—what ſhall we do with the old 
tleman's letter that I'm to deliver! Thus wilt knock u 
all up. q 

Mar. Write another. 

Slip. That's eaſier ſaid than done ;—bur T'l do wy 
beſt, as you can't write. 

Mar. Do you ſee after my weddink cathy thee they 
hu pgs out for the country.——We have iv Une to 

E 0 
Slip. My maſter's will fit yon to a hair. 

Mar. But ſtay, ſtay, I muſt ſee my maſter rd 
he ſhould appear and ſurpriſe us, we're in a fine pickle. 
I muſt make him keep houſe for a few days I'll think 

of a lie as I go. Egad, I have it — to 
him, and meet you afterwards at the tavern there, take a 
: fam caſt this coarſe ſkin, whip on the gentleman, and 

ame the firſt man of faſhion in the Kingdom 
[Exit Mar. 


Sp. If impudence will do our buſineſs, bye done, and 
the twenty thouſand are our on. Exit Sl, 


.Scixe, "An apartment in Mr Stockwell's houſe, 


1 Euter Miſt Nancy and Jenny. 
| Nan. You know, Jenny, that Belſord has got into 
my heart; and if I conſent to marry this man, *twill be 
the death of me..—Adviſc me then, and don't be fo 
teaſing. 
e. Lud, what advice can 1 give you? I have but 
two in the world: one is, to forget your lover——and 
t'other, to diſobey your father. You have too much love 
to take the one, and I too much conſcience to give t'other: 
_ we are juſt where we are, Madam: 
an. Don't torment me, _— 
3 Why, 1 fancy, we might find 8 
N your love and my conſciene. 
Nan. How, how? my deat girl! 
Jen. Cuppets we were to _ the afair to * 
er. — 
an 7. now is ct 
I 6y now your je — Aae Ge 


loves f flattery' dearly, and ſhe loves her daughter 1 
e 16 s 


( 
{ 
0 
l 
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I'll warrant, with a ſigh and a tear, and a handkerchief, 
ſhe makes her huſband break his word with young Har- 
lowe in a quarter'of.an hour after his arrival. 

Nan. Not unlikely; but if. 

Jen. What, at your ifs? No —— I beg, where [ 
am concern'd. 

Nan. But you know my poor mother i is ſo unſettled | 
a creature. 

Jen. Why, that's true enough, the laſt Sealer is 
her oracle; ſo let us loſe no time to bring her over to 
Hark !—here ſhe cotkes—Do you retire till | have pre- 
par'd ber for you. | {Exit N. Nancy. 

Enter Mrs Stockwell. 

Jen. Well, of all the women in London, ſure there 
never was fuch > temper as my Jady's. 

Mrs Stock. What can have ſet this girl againſt 1 

DLAlde. 

Jen. Such 1 and good- ſenſe together ſel- 
a meet—then ſuch-a perpetual ſmile upon her fea- 
tures. Well, hers is a ſort of face that can never grow 
old : what would 1 give for ſuch a laſting face as be 
has? 
Mrs Stock. Huſley, buffy! you're a flatterer. 

. { Taps her on the ſhoulder. 

Fen. Ah Madam, is it you? 1 vow you made me 
ſtart. Miſs Nancy and I had juſt been. talking of you; 
and we agreed you were one of the belt of women, the 
moſt reaſonable friend, the tendereſt mother, * —_— 
the—the— 

Mrs Har. Nay, that's too 9 have my fail. 
ings, and my virtues too, Jenny—In one thing indeed I 
= very unlike other womenz 1 always min to rea- 

n. 

Jen. That's what I ſaid, Madam. 

Mr: Stock, I am neither headftrong nor l 
neither 

Jen. No, ſweet lady, the ſmalleſt twine may lead you. 
Miſs, ſays I, hear reafon like your mamma; will ſo good 
a mother, do you think, force ber daughter to marry 
againſt her inclinations? 

Mrs Stock, 1 force my child's incliuations!—No ; I 

Vor. II. | Z make 
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make the caſe my own, But tell me, (there's à good 
girl), has my daughter an averſion to young Harlowe? 

Jen. I don't ſay that, Madam—that is, averſion—to 
be ſure—but I believe ſhe hates him like the devil. 

| Mrs Steck. Poor thing, poor thing !—and perhaps her 

little heart is beating for another? ine 

Jen. Oh, that's a certain rule —when a young wo- 
man hates her huſband, tis taken for granted ſhe loves 
another man. For example, vou yourſelf, as you have 
often told me, hated the ſight af Mr Stockwell when 
rſt he was propos'd for your huſband— Why? only be- 
cauſe you were in love, poor lady, with Captain 
you know who—that was kill'd at the ſiege ——you 
know where. N 

Mr: Stect Why will you name him, Jenny? _ 

% Ra di 4453 4 ies ber eyes. 
Fen. Tender lady! l PO 


| Mr; Stock. Why, indeed, had that fine young. crea- 
ture ſurviv'd his wounds, I ſhould never have married 
Mr Stockwell—that I will ſay. G 

Jen. Then you know how to pity your daughter.— 

Her heart ſuffers now what yours did - before that ſiege, 
Madam. PLAST 0h LESTS 2 Ein 
Mr. Stack. Say you ſo?—poor girl! — And who is it 
has found the way to her heart? | 
Jen. No other than the young gentleman that has 
been ſo conſtant at cards with yau lately, 
Mrs Stock. Who, Belford? P | 

Jen. The ſame, and a fine ſpirited young fellow it 


94.4 Enter Miſs Nancy. | . 
Man. Pardon my folly, my misfortunes, dear Madam, 
if I cannot conform in all my ſentiments with yours and 
my fatier's — _ E 
Mrs Stock. It will happen, child, ſometimes, that a 
daughter's heart may not be diſpos'd to comply exactly 
with the views and ſchemes of a parent — but then a pa- 
rent ſhould act with tenderneſs. —My dear, I pity your 
diſtreſs; Belford has my approbation, I aſſure you. 

Nan. You are too good, Madam. | | 5 
; Zen. Your approbation is not enough, Madam; will 
| 434/335 of you 
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_ you anſwer for Maſter's too; He's a ſtubborn bit of ſtuff, 
u know; he will not always hearken to reaſon. | 

Mr; Stock. But he ſhall, Jenny; ftubborn as he is, 
I'll ſoften him. Ill take Belford under my protection 
— Here comes my huſband— l have taken my reſolu- 
en and you ſhall. ſee how I'll bring him Sou pre 
we 150 
5 4 Enter Mr Stockwell | | 

My dear, you're come in the very nick of time have 
juſt chang'd my ming. 

Mr Stock. You are always changiog it, I ink. 

ut Stock. I always bearken to reaſon, Mr Stocks 
wel 

Mr Stock, wan, and which way does the wind ſet 
now? 

Mrs Stock. Why; I have taken a reſolution not- 10 
marry my daughter to young Harlowe. Ins þ 

Mr Stock. Hey! that's chopping about indeed. 

Mrs Stock. Nay, but my dear, hear me, and let us 
reaſon a little: here's a better offer for ee EO 
has aſlt d her of me. 

Mr Stock. Belford a better? fe 

Mrs Stock. Nay, but don't be obſtinate, child! he i is 
not indeed ſo rich as the other; but what are riches to 
content, Mr Stockwell? 

Mr Stock. And what 13 content without riches, Mrs 
Stockwell? 

Mrs Stock.” But he's: a gentleman, dis and out 
| of regard to his family, we may very well excuſe his for- 
tune, 

| Jon, Well ſaid, Madam! this will do. T. 

Mr Stock. Ha, ha, ha! that's becauſe you: were 4 
gentle woman but I, being a downright cit, think juſt 
the reverſe; and out of regard to his fortune, if he had 
one, might excuſe his family. [| have no great ob- 
jection to the man; but is not our word and honour en- 
gag'd to another? l 

Mrs Stock. Eh, that's true indeed; but— .. 
| My Stock. Has my old friend, Sir Harry Harlowe 
done any thing to 
. Mrs Stock. I don't accuſe him, my dee. 

Mr Stock. Or has his ſon refuſed to comply? : 

MT IEG Z 2 Mry 
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Me, Stock. Not in the leaſt, that 1 know of. 

Fen. Never flinch, Madam. [ Aſide. 
Mr. Stock. Never fear, Jenn | LAlide. 


Man. But I have never ſeen kim, Papa. 
. Mrs Stock. No, Mr Stockwell, ſhe has never ſeen 


Mr Stack. So alk the better, Mrs Stockwell ; bel 
be a greater novelty, and pleaſe her the better and the 
longer for it. 


Hr, Stock. There is ſome reaſon in that, Jenny. 


Jen. Us there, Madam ? then I have not a bit about 
me. 

3 But to marry without inclination, Sir; think of 
t. =. 
Mrs Stock. Ay: think of that, Mr Stockwell, 

M Stock. I never thought of it for myſelf, nor you 
neither, my dear; and why ſhould our daughter think 
| herſelf wiſer than her parents? 

* Mrs Stock. Ay, why indeed ?—there's no anſwering 
that, Jenny. 

Jen. | ſee there is not. —What a woman! T[Afide, 

Mr Stock. Tt would be ſuch an affront as never could 
be forgiven, Conſider, dame, the inſtruments are: ſign'd, 
preparations made, and the bridegroom expected every 
minute; *ris too far gone to be recall'd with any ho- 
nour. | 

Mrs Stock. Good lack. a- day. very true, very true. 

+ Fen. Well ſaid, weather-cock, about and about we 
go : this woman betrays the whole ſex——Sbe won't 


contradict her own huſband. [ Afedes 
Me Stock. You are witneſs, Jenny, I did all 1 could 
for poor Bel ford. 


Jen. To be ſure; you took him under your . 
tion — a noble natrontls; truly! 

Mr Stock. Hey! whom have we got here? 101 be 
hang'd if this is not my ſon-in-law's Cy TER INS girl, 
we ſhall hear. , 
| Enter Slip in a hurry. 

Slip. Ladies and gentlemen, 1 am come—let me re- 
cover my breath—1 come —Oh, I come with mine and 


my maſter's compliments to your honour, and my lady, 
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our beſt love and ſervices to pretty Miſs, aud Madam, 
I'm your obedient-.Black-a-moor. ' © [To Jenny. 

Mr Stock. Um! the fellow has humour, I promiſe you 
— Well, firrah, where's your maſter? 

Slip. My matter, and your ſon, is on his-way-to throw 
himſelf at the feet of this angelic creature—His impa- 
tience, Madam, can. equal nothing but your beauty, 

Mr Stock Well, but where is he, where is he? 

Slip. He's but juſt arriv'd from the country; he treads: 2 
upon my heels; and I had only the ſtart of him, to tell 
you, that he will but whip on clean linen, and wait on 
you in the ſnapping of a finger. 

Mr Stock. O fie upon him! what need all «this cere- 
mony between us; why did he not come hither woos aa 
He knows he may make my houſe his own: © | | 

Sig. Oh, Sir, ho deſigns it; but the firſt time 
pardon me, Sir—He knows the world better han to 
treat you ſo cavalierly as that No, no; he's not that 
man, I can aſſure you; though I'm his: valet, yet P& 
give the devil his due. 10 N 

Mrs Stock. Is he ſo extremely well-bred ? J Daughter, 
pou'll be infinitely happy. 

Mr Stock. Does not my ol God Harlowe, his fa- 
ther, come with him? 

Slip. Sir, I grieve to tell it e ſuch was his defigng. 
but an unforeſeen accident has. prevented him, Mr L 
aſſure you, gives him great pain. 

Mr Stock. Ay! what's the matter? | i 

Slip. The gout, Sir, the gout. 4 

Mrs Stack. Poor gentleman ! i be (41.47 

Slip. He was ſeiz'd in his right foot 40 evening Mak 
fore we let cath but—1 have a letter from him. 

(41 [Gives a letter. 

Mr Stock. (puts on_his ſpectacles, „and read.) 
Doctor, Doctor Clackit, phyſician, wear: $6 . 
church.“ 

Slip Lud, lud! thats not it—[ Tater out letters 1 
Let me ſe. 

Mr Steck. St Sepulchre- $ ck —1 nd the coder 
chooſes to live among has patient. 

Slip. Eh, ch !. that's ſo good! — you're Kreey Cary 
MR, be, he let me 7 —55 here's one like it 
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« —To Mr Stockwell;” the fame. I am afraid you'll 
hardly be able to make it out—ſhall I read it to you? 
Oh, this unlucky gout! 
Mr Stack. 1 fox? it has affected his hands too—Why, 
"Lis ſcarce legible; and ill ſpelt roo. | 

Sig. The gout, Sir—may it never affect you, Sir— 
nor Madam Stockwell, Miſs Nancy, that young woman 
there, nor any of the good company. 
Mr Stock. (readi.) * My much honour'd friend 
few words are beſt in my condition; this damn'd gout 
has laid hold upon me, and won't let me attend my ſon, 
for to be prefent at his matrimony.” —— For to be pre- 
ſent at his matrimony —1 think his hand, and 72 too, 
much alter d. 

Slip. The gout, Sir. 
Ar Stock, (reading.) I look upon this abandon 
of our families“ ConjunQure !—a very odd phraſe! 

Slip. The gout, dear Sir, the gout! He's quite ano- 
ther man in it. 

Mr Stock. I look upon this conjuncture of our fa- 
milies as the comfort of my age The ſooner it is done, 

the more comfort I ſhall have. I don't doubt but you'll 
like my ſon, whom 1 have ſent with a moſt truſty and 
faithful ſervant, who deſerves your friendſhip =P fa- 
vour. ““ 


Slip. 0 la, Sir!—TI am quite aſham'd. 


Mr Stoct. I am, my dear Wenden yours, &e, till 


« death, Henry Harlowe.”? | 

1 am very ſorry we can't have the old gentleman' s com- 
pany.— But who is this gay young fellow coming to- 
Wards ns?—Can'this be my ſo · in. law? 

Slip. What the devil ſhou'd ail him? Look at him, 


- > Miſs; obſerve him, Madam—I1s not he a pretty fel- 


1 7 
Ar Stock. What is he doing? 
Slip. Only paying his chairmen—Generous as a prince. 
0 [To Jenny. 
U Stock, Not ll wade indeed !—Yo'll only de too 
bappy, child. 

Nan. 1 wiſh I Fr think ſoy Madam. 

ee D us but as well, and we'll cut out our ma- 


i a | - ſters, ; 


17 


* * 


welds ms. He Ss * as 
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lers, ten to one. All my fancy, I affure you, ladies. 
Aſides 


Enter Martine as Young Harlowe. 
Mar. Slip! 

Slip. Your honour ! 

Mar. Mr Stockwell, I preſumes my mnoſtrious fan 
thet—— 

Slip. The ſame, Sir, in Nei 1 

Mr Stock. My dear ſon, welcome let me embrace 

ou. 

: Mar. You do me too much lese my ſuperabun· 
dant joy is too inexpreſſible to expreſs the—— This L 
flatter myſelf [ta Mr Stockwell] is the brilliant beauty 
deſtin'd to the arms of happy Mart—Harlowe— Gad, 


I'd like to have forgot my own name. [ Ajide. 
Nan. An impertinent abſurd coxcomb. [ A/ider 


Mr Stock. Nay, nay, ſon-in-law, not ſo faft—that's 
my wife. Here's my daughter Naney. 

Mar A fine-creature! [ ſalutes hei. Madam, L 
w_ ſeen the world; and from all the world, here wou'd 

I chooſe a wife and a miſtreſs—A family of beanties— 
let me die! 8 

Mrs Stock. Exceſſively gallant! He has wit, I aſſure 
you, daughter. | 

Jen. And taſte too, Madam. | 
Man. And impudence, Fm ſure. , 

Mar. ( ſinging to Mrs Stockwell.) „ With a: ſhape 
and a face, and an air, and a grace!“ ha, ha !—Juſtt 
juſt as our old gentleman told me. There you'll ſee 
Madam Stockwell, ſays he, the agreeable ſtill take 
care of your heart, boy; ſhe's a NN tho? 
bet daughter may be by. | 

. Mrs Stock. O fic, fie, fie ! 

Mar. | but repeat my father's words, ma s- 
firm'd by my own obſervation. Ah, boy, ſays he, mi 
wiſh with all my heart that my dear friend Dr aww 
well was dead, I'd marry her to-morrow. 

Mr Stock. I'm much oblig'd to him, faith,  * 
Miet Stock. And ſo am I, I am ſure, Sir. 

Mar. I but repeat my father's words, Sir. 

Mr. Stock. My elloem for your father, Sir, i is = 


= 


29 NECK OR NOTHING: 


tual, and I am heartily ſorry we cou'd not have the plea. 


ſure of his company. 

Mar Oh, Madam, he was damn'd mad that he could 
not be at the wedding, He had flatter'd himſelf theſe 
two months with the hopes of dancing a minuet with 
Mrs Stockwell. 

Slip, Two ne end *tis but fix weeks 
he has known her; he'll knock us all up if 1, don't in- 
terfere.— [ Aide. ]—-»ir, Sir Harry begs you'll haſten 
the ceremonials that he may have the pleaſure of his 
daughter's company as ſoon as poflible. 

Mr Stock, Well, well, every thing is ſigu'd and ſeal'd; 
nothing remains, that I know of, but to finiſh the abr 
at once, and pay you my daughter's. portion. 

Mar. „Pay you my daughter's portion,” -——that's 
all, Sir: come along, Sir, I wait on you to your cloſet. 


Slip, go with my civilities to the Marquis of — + 


(aloud. }—Go this moment, you dog, and ſecure us hor- 
ſes, and let em be bridled and ſadled, and ready at a 

minute's warning, (/e/tly)—And don't. forget my com - 
pliments to the Nee ia: |; LAloud. 
| Sip. I fly, ene a moſt obedient. 


[Exit Slip. 
| Mar. Come along, Sir, to your cloſet. > 
- Mr Stock. Stay, fon, ſtay !—to' return to the old 
8 
Mar. Oh, Sir, we'll return to him when the portion 5. 


yy 
Mr Stock. No, no firſt ſatisfy my IRE about 
this unlucky law-ſuit of-his. 4 


Mar Olud:!—Sfp not here dow! | CAbde. 
" Mr Stock You ſeem diſturb'd, ſon-in-law z. 7 any 
thing— 


Mar, Eh, pox o hie queſtion, ( Afide l have ſuch 
a2 memory: — (ut his hand to his: fonebead.)— As much 
forgot to | ſend lip to the Duke of —-as if | had no 
manner of acquaintance with him. I'll call him back— 
. Slip! f 

* Mr Stock, He'll. be- back again preſemly—but— 

ir 
2 He ſhould have told. me- of this damn'd law- 


£46 
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Ar Stock. Has it been brought to a hearing? 

Mar. O yes, Sir, and the affair is quite over. 

Mr Stock." Ay, already! 4 

Mar. The wro . I'm afraid. A, 

Mr Stock, And 41 hope yeu have got your yy 
Mar. With coſts of ſuit, I aſſure you, Sir. 

Mr Steck. I am extremely glad of it. 

Mrs Stock. Thank heav'n 'tis ſo well over. 

Mar. Oh, the family had the law-ſuit- ſo much at 
heart, the lawyers ſhould have had every farthing we 
were worth in the world; before we'd have been ca 

Mr Stock. Um! that would have been earrying it a 
little too far; but, as it was, it coſt him a pretty 
penny, ha? * 

Mar. That it did, Sit; but juſtice—Oh, juſtice, Sir, 
is ſo fine a thing, we cannot pay too dear for it. 

Mr Stock. Very true; but exclufive of the expence, 
this hag been a troubleſome affair to my friend. 

Mar. Your can have no idea of 1 its Sir;——eſpecially 
with ſuch a tricking ſon of a whore as + he had to do 
with, 

Mr Stock: Son of a whore! he told me his antago» 
niſt was à lady. 

Mar. I thought I was in the wrong box. CA.] 
A lady call you her? Yes, yes, a ſine lady! but ſhe 
had got an old pettifogging- raſcal for her attorney, and 
he—— it was he that was ſuch a plague to our old gen» 
tleman——but damn this cauſe, let us call another 
I'm for nothing now but flames, darts, daggers; Cu» 

pics and Venuſes, and Madam Stockwell, and Miſs 
| Nancy —— | [Bowing to tbens 

Mrs Stock. The pink of complaiſance ! 

Nan. The fellow's a fool, and Ill die before 1'l bave 
him. [A/ider 

Mr Stock. Well ſaid, fon-in law; a ſpirited fellow, 
faith! Come, we'll in and ſee things ready. 

o Mar Shan't I wait upon you to your cloſet firſt, 
ir? 

My Stock, As ſoon as the ceremony's over, . 
Come, I'll ſhow you the way 

Mar. . if " could but have touch'd before- —3 


— 
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I'd have ward the ceremony. [Afide.]——MNadam— 


ite Mrs Stockwell} —may I hope for the honour —. 
- [Offering to lead her out. 
Mr; Stock. Oh, ſweet Sir —— Daughter, you'll have 
a pretty fellow for your huſband. [ {fide to Nancy. 
[Exeunt. 
Nan. There a lover for you, Jenny q 
Fen. Not for me, Madam, I affire you, What, 
_ at the old kite, when ſuch a tender chick is before 
im! 
Nan. Not a civil word to his miſtreſs, but os gab 
lant to her mother. 
Jen. As much as to ſay, A bg lor you—Pm i in love 
Gai your fortune. 
Nan. A fig for him z a conceited puppy! l'm in love 
with Belford ; but how to get at him, Jenny? 


Jen. Ab, poor bird! you're limed by the wing, and | 


| Rruggling will but make it worſe. 
Nan. Not ſtruggle! Ruin is better than this cox-· 
comb. -Prithee adviſe me. | 
Jen. Don't tempt me. pity you fo, that I cou d 
give you a ſprightly piece of advice; and you are in 1 
deſperate a way, that I know you'd follow it. 
Man. Follow it! — I'll follow any advice, N 
Jen. O yes, to follow your own inclinations; that's 
2 good young lady. —— Well I am at preſent muck 
mp to miſchief—— $0, if you'll go into your cham» 
r, lock the door, and let us lay our little heads toge- 
ther for half an hour; if we don't counterplot your wiſe 
pa, and his intended ſon-in-law—we deſerve never to 
married ; or, if we are, to be An by our huſ- 
' - 1 * 


A G . 
Set ur, 4 Hall in Stockwell's Houſe. 


Euter BWNU ron p. 


Bel. 1 AM ſurpris'd that Martin has not return'd to 


tell me his ſucceſs with Jenny ——— He advisd- me 


not to ſtir from. home; and ſaid, L might be aſſur'd 
very "ou goes 1222 and I ſhould hear from 4195 * 
ut 
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but Rill the i motions of my heart cannot bear this 
delay ——1I muſt be near the field of battle, let what 
will be the conſequence——l hope I ſhall get a ſight of 
Martin, and not unluekily light on the old gentleman : 
'Sdeath, he's here 1—0 uo, tis Jenny ; z my heart was 
in my mouth, | 
Enter Jenny. | 

Dear Jenny, where's your miſtreſs? - f 

Jen. Winding herſelf up, for your take and by my 
advice, to a proper pitch diſobedience, that's all—— 
But 


Bel. But what? You heſitate, Jenny, and ſeem con · 


1 * 
Jen. Concern'd ! ' Shy, we're undone, that's all — 
, Your rival is come to town. | "i 
Bel How! * e 
en. And is this morning to marry Ma 
27 Not while I'm a1. I can tell him that,—Dut 
prithee, who is this happy rival of es 
9 Tis one Mr Harlowe, 5 
el. Harluwe! | 
Jen. A gentleman of Dorſetſhire. N 
Bel. IJ know all of that country, and can recollec 
1 Harlowe, but the ſon of Sir Harry Harlowe and 
e— 
Jen Ay, and bs i is your rival. 
Bel. If I had no more to fear from your miſtreſs RY 
from my rival, as you call im ——— 
Jen. Oh, you are very clever now, an't you? What 
wou'd you be at now ? 
Bel. The truth anly—the real certain truth. 
Fen. Ay, what's that ? 
Bel. Why, that this Harlowe is the ſon of Sir Harry 
ae Dorſetſhire, and my friend, my particular 
riend.. 
Jen. Yes, and ſo particular, that be will take your 
miſtreſs from | 
Bel. He ſhall take my life W 
; Jens You ſaid that before; have you nothing | elſe to 
71 
Bel. I ſay that this Harlowe, my friend, was married | | 
laſt week in the country, oy; val 5 | 
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en. And that's enough, if it is true ; but I have 

PR addition to your — ; 1 

Bel. What's that? ; 

Jen. That the aforeſaid John Harlowe, Ef: + your 
_ particular friend, and ſon to Sir Harry Harlowe of Dor- 
ſetſhire, is now within, waiting for my young lady's 
Hand, that's all. | 

Bel. Jenny, no jeſting; you diſtract me! 

Fen. *Tis but too true; he's this minute gone in with 
uo mafter and miſtreſs to ſettle preliminaries. 

Bel, Impoſſible! he's my intimate acquaintance, and 
writ to me, not a week ago, as I tell you. J have his 
tter at my lodgin * 

Fen And what ſays he there? X 
© Bel. That he's privately married to a lady of condi- 
tion. 

Jen. How can this be reconel'd? Go ferch that let- 
ter; we have no time to loſe. 

Bel. But what is Martin doing? 

Jen. Martin! who's he? | 
Bel. Martin, my ſervant, whom J ſent to afſiſ you, 

en. Why, ſure love has turn'd your brain, Sir!—l 

Babe f. n no Martin, not I. 

Bel. The raſcal then is run away from me again.— 
I have ſpoil'd him by my indulgence.—He left me for 
a month, and returned but yeſterday ; then I ſent him 
hither to aſſiſt you, and now the fcoundrel has left me 
again. 

Jen. Tis the luxury of the times, Sir—though we 
are poor, we have good taſtes, ayd can be out of the 
way now and then as well as our better. 

Bel How this villain has ufed me! But we muſt loſe 

no time; I'll fetch the letter and be back in an 1 

| xit. 

en. Let me ſee; can't I ſtrike ſome miſchief out of 
this intelligence ? 1 warrant me—I can delay the mar- 
riage at leaſt Here's my maſter, L' try my {kill up- 
on him—If I don't bring him about, PI! ſet his brains 
in ſuch-a ferment, they ſhan't ſettle in haſte again. 

Enter Stockwell, 
Stock. I think I ſaw a glimpſe of young Belford; but 
Jr _ * has he here? 


4 * 
5 . 
* 


— 


Jen. | 
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Jen. Buſineſs enough, Sir; the beſt friend you have, 

that's all He has been telling me a piece of news that 
will ſurpriſe you. 

Stock. Let's hear this piece of news. 

Fen. O' my word, a bold man, this Mr Harlowe, to 
take two wives at once, when molt folk we fee have 
enough of one, | 

Stock. Two wives! bleſs us, what do you mean? 

1 Why, the poor n man's marricd already, Sit, that's 4 


3 Married! 
Married, I ſay; to a young lady in the 8 


I ſuppoſe. 
Stock. Pooh, pooh, the thing's ĩmpoſſible, I tell 


* 
Jen. That may be, but ſo it is. He has writ to 0B 
ford, who is his Fung. a 
Stock. All romance and invention! 
Jen. All truth, I ſay; Belfurd is gone to fetch the 
letter, and he'll convince you. ; 
Stock, I will never be convinced that 


Jen Why not, Sir?—the young fellows of this "ge * 


are capable of any thing. 

Stock. Very true, Jenny, they are abominable. 

Fen. And, for aught we know, this Mr Harlowe 
here may be one of thoſe gentlemen that make no ſcruple 
of a plurality of wives, provided they bring a plurality 
ol portions.—Bur by your leave, good Sir, as this youn 
lady (ſhe in the country, I mean) has the firſt and 
title, we mult look a little about us for the lake of our 
young lady in town, 

Stock, Very true—'tis worth attending to. 

Fen. Attending to! if I were you, Sir, before I a0 
liver'd up my daughter, 1 ſhould inſiſt upon the r 
being clear'd up to my ſatisfaction, |, 

Stock, Youre in the right, Jenny. Here” s his man, 
ll ſound him about his maſter's marriage, and then — 
won, us F make him ſpeak, I warrant 


Fen. If this marriage is but confirm'd, I ſhall leap aut 
of my ſkin.  - [Exits 
Vor. II. > A a 14 Stock. 


ery near marrying another in town; a new — 


* 
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n , x Enter £ ? 

Steel. Mr Slip, come hither My old friend Sir 
Hans has recommended you to me, and 1 like your 
22 ognomy . Nou have an honeſt face; it pleaſes me 
muc 
Slip. Your humble ſervant, Sir—that's your goodneſs 
but if I was no honefter than wy face, er 


or me! 
SE Well, well—hark yon- me me 1— The maſter of 
Fours is a lad of ſpirit—a favourite of che ladics, I War- 
rant him, ha? | 
Slip. That he is, Lean tell you, Sir; a pretty fellow, 
1 2 woman can reſiſt him—Þ Il warrant, this marriage. in 
Four family will ſet you the hearts of Rapp nt. A e at 
** all round the county. 
Stock.” Odd 1—a terrible man, I profeſs——1 nt 
Nee now that one wife can't ſerve him. 
Slip. Wife, Sir! what wife, Sir? 
Sſtocſt. Vu fee I know all, my friend; ſo 14 7 may as 
well confeſs. 
Slip Confeſs what, Sir? 
=” Stock I know all the conſpiracy; and will take care 
SET] that you, raſcal, ſhall have your deſert as an accom- 
lice. » 
E Slip. Actonptbe Liondfcalt-—and a conſpiracy!— 
Let me die if 1 comprehend a word you ſay. 
Stack. But I'll make you, villain— - 
Slip, O very well, Sir—ha, ba, ba! I proteſt 
a1 half gee \me—Verg well, ere Eto ha, 
42 
Stock. Do you laugh at me, Sirrah? | 
Slip. If J had not remembered to have heard my old 
maſter ſay what a dry joker you were—l proteſt I 
fhould have been lakes ia. Very good, indeed, —ha, 
- hay ha! 
\| Stock. None of your buffoonery, Sent but confeſs 
the whole affair this minute, or on ſent to Newgate the 
next. 
Slip. Newgate! Care; Sir, that would be carrying the 
38 too far. 
$tock. You won't confcks, then Who waits there ? 
Bend fer a conſtable this moment. _ 
| | 7 


. and a goo: character! well faid, Mrs Jenny. 
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Slip. Nay, good Sir, no noiſe, I beſeech you. Tho' 

Jam innocent as the child unborn, yet that ſevere toge 

of voice is apt to diſconcert one. What was it your ho- 

nour was pleaſed to hint about my maſter's being mar- 

ried? Who could poſſibly invent ſuch a ſib as that? 
Stock. No ſib, firrah!- he wrote —_— to a friend 

of his at London—to Belford. +. 1 * 

Slip. Oh, oh! —your humble fant, Mr Beford!— 

a fine fetch, Yfaith! Nay, I can't blame the man neither}, 

ha, hat Pray, Sir, is not this ſame Mr N in "= 

with your daughter? | | 

| Stock. Suppoſe he is, puppy. and what 54 

Slip. Why then, Jenny is his friend, and at the bot 


tom of all his fetches; PII lay a wager that ſhe is * *- 
of this whopper. Py 
Stack. Um! 


Slip. Our arrival put em to their trumps—and then 17. | 
—ſlap, my poor maſter muſt be married; and Belford ® 
muſt ſhew- a forg'd letter forſooth, under his own hand, 
to prove it—and, and, and, you nen me, Sir 

Stack, Why, this has a face. 

Slip. A face! ay, like a full moon: and whiltlhou're "re © 

vpon a falſe ſcent after this Rory, Jenny will gain time 

to work upon your daughter——1 heard her fay r 
t ſhe could lead you by the noſe. 

* Stock. ©, ſhe could, could the! Well well, wel ſee 
at. 

1 179 bye, Sir, where aid you meet. with this 
rs nn 

Stack. How ſhould I know believe my wife hire& 
her ene ago out of the country. She had a good 
character, and is very notable ; but pert, very pert. & 

Slip. Yes, yes, ſhe is notable—Out of the counry? 


* CHalf aſide. 
' Stock. What's the matter, Slip n have ſome - 


thing, in your liead, I'm ſure. 
Slip No, nothing at all but the luck of ſome rock 


ple out of the ebuntiy! 


Stock. You mult tell mel ſhan't think you r mean F 
rs 


well, if you conceal any thing from me. 
. Why, among ourſelves, Sir —I knew 
Aa 2 a Jenny 
| - 


* 
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Jenny the laſt year very well—born and bred in Covent- 
Gafrden—ſome time ago bar-maid to a jelly-houſe, and 
two children (very fine ones indeed) by little Tom the 


waiter, I knew, when I faw her here, that we ſhould 
have ſome ſport. ' 


"I ſays he's the moſt intimate friend your ma- 

er has. 

Sie. Ay, Sir !—ha, ha, ha! and I dare ſay nyuuler 

would nbt know him if he met him However, that's 
ell obſerv'd, Sir Um! nothing eſcapes you. 

' Stock. Why, I am ſeldom out, ſeldom— 
Slip. Never. | 


Stecl. I don't ſay never—But here is your maſter, I 


1 
— 


n, Tail be rare ſport for him, he, he, he! 
Enter Martin. 

Stock. 80, Py in-law! do you hear what the world 
. ſays oſgou!—I have had intelligence here, (ay, and oer - 
ale it 
privately married to a young lady of Dorſetſhire. What 
| fay you, Sir?—ls not this fine? ha, ha, ha! 

| Sp. Very yet Faith ![{anghing, and * Ent i 

205 artin. | 

Mar. Ha, ha, ha!—tis ſuch a joke bat, you 
have heard ſo:— This Mr W is a facetious gentle · 
man. 
+ Stock, Another man now wo! dove given plump i into 
this Tooliſh tory x but I. No, no, your humble ſcreant 
that. 
el No, -plague! Mr Stockwell has a long head ! 

[ Pointing /till. 


Mar. 1 $ould fain know who could be the author of 


fuch a ridiculous ſtory. 
Nip. Mr Stockwell tells me *tis one Belford, I think 


he calls him; is not that his name, Sir? 


life: 
lip. As 1 Ws Sir; you. fie maſter knows PI 


{ 


* 


Stoct. Ay, ay !—T know enough—Well ſaid; Mrs 
Jenoy, indeed! But mind the cunning of this fellow, this 


. muſt have a laugh with him about this marriage; ha, | 


ligence too), that you are married, it feems— 


Mar. Belford! Belſord! I never heard of his name in 


l own, I agreed with my old friend to give you 
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of the fellow, Stay, ſtay, is it not the nn hee 
—you know whom | mean—that, that— 

Mar, Rot me if I do. 

Slip. He that—you muſt know e is Jour, 1 ri- 
val here, as the report mine 

Mar. O, ay! now n the ſame my 
ken, they ſaid. he had but Jittle, and owed much; that 
this match was to wipe off old bob My z and that his ere · 
ditors had ſtopped proceedings till he's married. * 

Stock. Ay, 77 ! | there let em ſtop. Ha, ha, bot 
They'll be tir'd of ſtopping, I believe, if they a 
{top till he has marricd my daughter, ha, ha, ha 

Slip. He's no fool, let me tell you, this M Belford. 

Stack.) No; nor Mr Stockwell neither: — and to con- 
vince them of that, I wall go * inſtant to Ws Ling —— 
er's, and—, | . 

Mar: Sir—I'll wait. on you, 1 

Stoek. Stay, ſon-in-law, I have a bat to make 


* 


L. io, ooo down, | 

Mar. Ay, down, was the word, Sir—it o— by 
doaun. * 

Steck., Now, could you conveniently take 5 hou- 
ſes that I have in the Borough, inſtead of half that ſum 
—thcy are worth a great deal more than . 1 allure 
ou. | 
b Mar. O gs Sir——your word is not to be ap- 
ted: I'll take any thing but, between friends, ready 
money is the truth.—— Down,” you know, Sir; * 
was the word, down. 

Slip. r your, honour N is of eaſier e con- 
ve yance. i 

Stock. Yes, ſure, that's true; ba | $7444; 

Mar. Ay, ay, one can't put houſes in one's port- 
manteau, you know—zhe, he, he !-—Beſides, chere is a 
pretty eſtate to be ſold in Dorſetſhire, near my father's, 
and | have my eye upon, that. | 

Slip. As pretty a* condition'd thing : as any in, the 
country; and then ſo e that a hedge only 
parts 'em. 


Mar. I may have it Tor L. 9009, and I'm told 
worth ten at leaſt. * 
Aa 3 : Slip. 


9 
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Slip. The leaſt penny, Sir the timber's worth half 


the money. | | | 

Stack. Well, well—Look you, ſon, I have a round 
IL. 10,000 now in my banker's hands, which I thought 
to have made immediate advantage of. You ſhall have 


a moiety of it. 
Mam Sir. I am infinitly obliged to you.—Are you 
a-going to your banker's now, Sir? +a 
* Stock. I will but ſtep and let my wife know of it— 


* 


. + ich the caſh directly, and you ſhall marry my daugh- 


Tt 


3 


- 


in att. hour. 


Mar. Sir, ſuppoſe we invite Mr Belford to the wed- 
| og Fa, ha, ha! ; | 


Slip. Ha, ha, ha! what a droll devil my maſter is! 
Stock. Ha, ha, ha! | [Exit Stockwell, 
Mar. Wind and tide, my boy! My maſter has 
eertainly had an interview with Miſs Nancy Stockwell. 
* And as. certainly knows Harlowe too. 
ar. They correſpond, you ſe. 
Slip. But, thanks to my wit, I have ſo ſet the old 
man _—_ Belford, that I am in hopes we ſhall pack 
up madam's fortune in the portmanteau before he's ſet 
to rights again; and [Martin going, flops. 


Mar. Zounds, my maſter ! 


Slip. Where? . 
Mar. Don't you ſee him reading a letter? 
© Slip. This is my unjucky ſtar. What will become of us? 
Enter Belford. 77 
© Bel. This letter gets me admittanee to Miſs Stock- 
well at leaſt; and if I can but ſave her from ruin, I ſhall 
be happy ; but 1 bope this may have better conſequences. 


Ha! what's this ?——'Tis be! 'tis Martin, as | live. 


Mar. Ay, tis I:—and well for you it is. — What 


do you here? 


Bel. Nay, what are you doing here, and what have 
you done here What cloaths are theſe ꝰ— what's your 
ſcheme ? and why have I not known it? 

Mar. Not ſo faſt and fo loud, good maſter of mine 
— walls have ears. Theſe are your rivals cloaths, who 


is to follow them in a few days: but his ſervant there is 


ail old friend of mine; and fo, as they fit me fo 2 — 
i e's 


fy | \ 
"+ 
* 


: a 


E 
L 
t 
7 
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he's—T paſs upon the fawily forthe young ba hint 
ſe | 


Bel. Well, and where's the joke of that? 
Mar. A very good joke, I think.—Pll undettake to 
put theſe two fools (your papa and mamma that 
ſhall be) ſo out of conceit with their ſon-in-law, that 
—why, already I have heard the old folks being, 
that you were much the properer match for their daugh- 
ter; ſo that I expe every moment they'll ſend for vou 
to dehver them me: and nothing can prevent our 
ſucceſs. but your being— 

Bel. Ha, ha, ha! a very good +ratagem : but lens 


is no need of it now ;—for this rival, as you call limg® 


is my particular friend, and married to another woman :: 
—ſo | tell you we have nothing to fear. 

Mar. But I tell you, you will 
The fineſt plot that ever was laid, and you'll ſpoil it in 
the hatching, 

Bel. But what — is there? He can't marry 
em both. 6 


Mar. Speak lower! You think yourſelf mighty wiſe 


now 3 but here's Harlowe's ſcrvant, whom I have tick- 
led in the palm, will tell you another ſtory. 


Bel. Why, here's a letter under his own hand. — | 


Read it. 
dar [reading ] Um-—um—*© Some days! privately 


« — —blp [Apart to Slip. 


knock us all to pieces, — 


N 


Slip. This is cafily clear'd up, Sir. 1 here was ſuch 


a thing propoſed by my young maſter; but you muſt 


underſtand, Sir—that Mr Harlowe, not approving of 
the terms, hes tipped the young woman's father a * | 


round ſum ; and ſo the affair is made up. 
Bel. Can it be poſſible that he is not married ? 
Slip. Vl take my oath of it before any magiſtrate in 
England. 
"Wer Pooh—married ! what! his old boots! 


Bel. Well, —Pll decamp then: but why is not Jenny | 


in your plot 

Mar. She! no, no; ſhe is not to be Wü 
ſoon found out that.— Tooth and nail againſt us. 

Bel. Good heav'ns! how have I been deceiv'd ! 


Mar. Ten have — maſter: but we have no time 


for 
# 
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2 reflections. If Jenny ſhould ſee you, we are un- 
ne. 


tunes if you ſacceed. 
Mar. Succeed ! nothing can, prevent us but your be- 
ng ſeen. 


away then. 
ia And come uot near this Gb to-day. IF you 
| Go, I muſt decamp. ... TP 
Bel. Well; but, my dear lads, take care [ depend 
on you. 
. That's all yon have to do—put your fortu ne 
into our hands— | 
Mar. And ll warrant we give a good account ah it, 
Bel. Thiuk how my happineſs — 
Har. Prithee, no more. 
Bel. Depends oa you. 
Mar. Begone, I ſay, or I'll throw up the Lace | 
_ Slip. At laſt he's gone! Exit Belford, 
Mar. And we have time to take a little breath: for 
this was a hot alarm, faith 
Sb. I was only afraid the old gentleman or Jenny 
vould haye ſurpriſed us together. 
Mar. That would have been a clincher : iu now I 
muſt after the old gentleman for the money. LExis. 


Ship. And I'll be upon the watch for fear of miſchief. 
| [Exit. 


Scent, An Apartment in Stockwell's m—_ 
Enter Stockwell and Jenny. 


{+1 Naw: Still 1 ſay, Sir . 
2 And. gill | fay,: Madam —; _ 
Chat Mr Belford's a very uonęſt gentleman, : and 
you pres to ſearch it. 

- Stock. I tell you, I have ſearch'd, and. probed wy 
the quick—-and that he ſhall feel. I know well enoug 
vou arc in his intereſt, and have your intereſt in ſo do- 
ing; and I'm ſorry you could find no Fre plot thas 
this to defer the wedding. 7 

Fen. Lud. Sir, do you believe? 
7 ng No- but I'm ſure on't—that's better. 
1. Lud!—you'd make one mat. 


—— 


"Stock, 


Bel. Well, well, 1 go.—Pll make both young: for- 
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* Stock. And you'd make me a fool if you could; no, 
no; I'm an aſs, a poor ſimpleton, that may be led b 
the noſe—But you may tell my daughter, that ſhe mall 
marry Harlowe this night — And you may tell your 
friend Belford to let his creditors know, that they need 
not ſtop proceedings—And you, madam, may; return 
to your jelly-ſhop, and give my compliments to little 
Tom, and all the little family, ha, ha, ha ! Exit. 
| Ten, What does he mean by his jelly-houſe—little _ 
Tom and all the little family: There's ſomething ' 
at the bottom of this I cannot yet fathom :—but I w 
fathom it. I never was out of a ſecret yet that I bad a 
mind to find out, and that's all that have come acroſs © 
me.—and my pride won't let me be long out of this. 
I will go direQtly to Mr Belford's, where. we'll lay our 
heads together, and beget ſuch a piece of miſchief, that 
ſhall be hard for the devil himſelf, if he has the impu+ 
dence to try eonfuſions with me. _ CExite 
Scene, The Street before Stockwell's Houſe. 
Stockwell, Martin, and Slip. ' , 

Stack Come, ſon-in-law, we'll go to my banker, 
and ſce how our caſh ſtands, and ſettle matters as well 
as we can. ; 
Mar. VI attend you, Sir, with pleaſure—caſh 4 

notes —all the ſame to me. 

Stock. 1 wiſh you'd take the houſes, ſon-in-law ; it 
would be more convenient for me, and a greater advan- 
tage to you. 

Mar. Advantage, Sir !—1 ſcorn to take any advan- 
tage of you—I bate mean views [ defire nothing 
better than my bargain.— Vhe money, and your daugh- 
ter's chartns, are ſufficient for your poor are hund 


ſerrant. 
ect. Well, well, come t we don't quite un- 
deritand one another. Exit. 


Mar. But we do (To Slip. } The day's our own ;; 
get every thing ready to make our retreat good. 

Slip. Ay, ay, get you the ogy: and I'll be ready | 
with the equipage. | [Exit Martin. 


« Thus far our arms Ar with faceels been con- 15 
1 


I Satan Tis againſt our fundamental laws. We 
venturers have ten times the honour of your fair adore | 
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1 have only one doubt remaining, and that's about this 
ſame portion. I don't reliſh this dividing a booty.— 
How hall I cheat Martin ?—1 ſhould deſerve to be ca- 
noniz d, could I but cheat that rogue of rogues. ——- I 
mult een throw the young lady in his way, and per- 
ſuade him, for our better ſecurity, to paſs the night with 
her: fo leave him with the ſhell, while 1 flip off with 
the kernel. A tempting bait t But no—ſtand, 


(Going, and flops. )= Why, What! — Sure it can't be, 
—Zounds, if it ſhould It is the very man !——Qur 
little, old, wither'd, fiery gentleman, by all that's*er- 
rible ! From what a fine dream will this gouty ſpitlire 
_ awake us!— He's certainly going to Mr Stockwell's, and 
his gunpowder will blow us up all at once! If Martin 
and Mr Stockwell don't return too ſoon from the bank- 
er's, I may ſend him away: tis our laſt (take, 8540 L mul 
play it like a gameſter. | 
p Enter Sir Harry Harlowe. 
Har. I don't know how my old friend Stockwell may 
receive me after this diſappaintment. 
. Slip. Stay till you ſee Mr Stockwell, my old friend. 


(44 de.)—Bleſs me, what do I fee !—Sir Harry, is it 


an Indeed your honour ?—Your "oy humble . 


"tar. I don't know you, friend, keep your diſtance. 
[ Claps bis hands on bis pockets. 
8h 7p. Don't you know me, Sir? 

Har. It cannot be Slip, ſure ! Tgithis the doch coat 
my fon ordered you for his wedding? | 
Sie. Yes, Sir; and a genteel thing it is upon me. 

What, you had a mind to ſurpriſe your friend Wo 
_ thought of you at London, Sir? 

Har. I ſet out ſoon after you, lame as I was. . 
thought me, it looked better to ſetile matters of ſuch 
cooſequence with My Stockwell viva voce, than to trult 
it to a ſervant, » 

Slip You were always a nice . of . _ 
You are going now to Mr Stockwell's? 

Aar. birt —{ Going to knock. * 


Ship. 


% 


mw | 
NECK 'OR NOTHING. 2875 

Slip. Hold your deſperate hand! and thank mie 
that brought me hither for your. reſcue. 

Har. Why, what's the matter? Reſcue me, quath - 
Have you ſeem 'em, Slip? | 
Slip. Seen em] ay, and felt '*em too. I am uſt eſcapꝰd. 
—— [he old lady is in a damn'd paſſion wi . 
tell you. | : | 

Har. With me? :; 

* $bp. Ay, that ſhe is. How? FEA, Jock the old 
fool think. to fob us off with a flam, and a ſham, of 2 
dirty trollop ?—Muſt my ' danghter's reputation and 
then ſhe bridled and ftalk'd up to me thus, Sir. 5 
Har. How!—but there's no anſwering a ſilly woman: 
how can this affect her daugbhterꝰ's character? 

lie. That's what I ſaid. — Madam, ſays I—but you 
can't expect a'womag in a fury to hear reaſon—tis al- 
moſt as much as they can do when they are cool. No, 
no; as for her argument, it was ſad fluff! Will the 
world, ſays ſhe, believe ſuch ano, no; they'll think 
the old hunks has found ſome flaw in our circumſtances, 
and ſo won't ſtand to his bargain. ' 

Har. Poh] nothing diſguiſes a woman like paſſion. — 
Though it become a man ſometimes— 

Nip. Lud, Sir, you would not know her again—— 
her eyes ſtare in her head and ſhe can't fee a creature. 
—On a ſudden (for I puſh'd the argument pretty home) 
ſhe caught hold of my throat thus, Sir, and knock'd me 
down with the butt end of her fan. 

Har. Did ſhe ?!—But what did her huſband ſay to 
this? Let us hear that. 

Slip. Oh, Sir, I found him pretty reaſonable He 

only thow*d, me the door, and kick'd me down ſtairs. _ 
Har. If he's for that work, we can kick too. 
Ship. Dear Sir, conſider your gout. * 6 
Har. No, Sir; when my blood is up, I never feel the 
gaut.— But could they poſſibly take it amiſs, that I con 
lented to my ſon's marriage: I doubt you did not ex> . 
plain circumſtances, _ 

Slip. I told 'em plain enough. 1 thought, that my 
young maſter. having begun the ceremony at the wrong 
end, the family were gang dog dong to law; and that 


0 Je 


— 
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you had behav'd like a man of honour, and very wiſe. 
ly compounded matters, $ | 

Har. And did not this convince em? 

Slip. I ſay convince! They are in a pretty temper 
to be convinc'd, If you'd take a fool's counſel, you 

| res. 2 to your inn, and never think of convincing 

em. ' N. 

Har. They are for kicking, are they? I could have 
Rick d pretty well myſelf once. We ſhall ſec what they 
would be at— [ Going, is ſlopp'd by Slip. 
Slip. Indeed, Sir, you ſhall not. What! have your 

face ſcratch'd by an old woman, or be run through the 
body with a ruſty ſword? Indeed. you ſhall nor. 

Har. (endeavouring to draw his ſword )— We have 
ſwords that run through bodies as well as they; ay, and 
piſtols too. If he will quarrel, I'm his man.—Stcel WM 

or lead, tis all one to me. A paſſionate old fool! 
I'll cool him; kick me down ftairs! — | 
Slip. Lord, Sir, you are ſo hot! ——You forget it 
was me he kick'd down ſtairs not you. 
Har. "Tis the ſame thing, Sir. Whoever kicks 
you, kicks me by proxy—nay, worſe ;- you have only 
the kicks. but I have the affront. N r 
- "Slip. H the kicks are the beſt, I ſhall be content with 
the worlt another time, —Undone, undone !—1 his way, 
this way, Sir. Let us go this way—there will certainly 
be bloodihed. 

Har. What is the matter, you fool? What art afraid 
enn 

Slip. Don't you ſee Mr Stockwell coming this way! 
Bleſs me, how he ftares! He's mad with paſſion. — 
Don't meet him, Sir Harry.—You are out of wind, and b 
have not puſh'd a great while, and he'll certaiuly be too h 
much for you. | RODS fs, 4-7 | 
Har. 1 won't avoid him.—My blood's up as well as 
his—lf the fool will be for fighting let him take what 
follows. Hold my cane, Slip— [ Cocks his hat. 
Slip. Ay, tis all over. — If Martin has but got the mo- 
ney, we may retire while the champions are at it.— 
| Enter Stockwell and Marti. 
(Stockwell with a bag. and notes in bis land) 
Stack, We will count our money and bills over * 

gn 


to 
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ſign —— and then, ſon, for knging and _ 


ci ug and 


Mar. Don't give yourſelf that wnoklis Mr. Stockwell ; ; 


 —among friends, you know—pray, let me eaſe you of 


that weight. {Offers to take the money. 

Stock. No, 50, bon you ſhan't have a farthing more or 
leſs than your bargain. We citizens are cnn and 
mult have our way, in form. 


Slip. Zounds, he has not got the money!—We-maſt 


have a ſcramble for it at laſt then. 
Har. Now he eye; me!—Pll be as fierce as he—Now 
for it—hem, hem! [Bruftles up. 


(During this, Martin and Slip make ſigns, and approach 
each other by degrees.) 
Stack, Eh, ſure, if my eyes — deceive me, there 
is ſomebody very like my old n and your mas Sir 
Harry Harlowe. 
Slip. Damnably like indeed, Sir. 6 ; 
Har. He looks: like the devil at me; but I'll be.even f 
with him. 
Stock. What, my hind Gland is it mh} 
Har. None of your hypocritical palavers with me. 
Keep your diſtance; you diſſembling old fool you, or PU 
teach you hetter manners 371 to Kick my ſervant down 
ſtairs. 9 
Stocl. What do you mean, Sir Harry ke. 8 mad, 
ure! 
(They fland and flare at each other, and Sir Harry . 
hates his fword.) | 
Mar. Nothing can ſave us now, Slip! oe | 
Slip. Trip up his heels, and fly with the money to dthe. 
poſt- chaiſe; while I tread upon my old maſter's Lenny that 
he mayn't follow us. 
| Mar. We have nothing elſe for it—Have at em. 
Stocl. Nay, but Sir Harry! a 
(As they approach the ald gentleman, Bel ford comes in 
| behind with conſtables, and ſeizes them.) 
Bel. Have I caught you, raſcals!—in the very nick 
too! Secure em, conſtables. f 
Stack. What in the name of wonder are you about? 
Hel. I have a double pleaſure in mens 1 have not 
Vor. II. B b * only 
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only diſcovered two villains, but at the very time, Sir, 


their villainy was taking effect to make you miſerable. 


Har. Two villains ! Mr Stockwell, do you hear this? 


Explain yourſelf, Sir; or blood and brimftone— 


Stock, Explain, Mr Belford. —— Sir Ha 
what is all this? I am all ſtupe faction. 2 * 
Bel Is this Sir Harry? I am your humble ſervant, 
Sir—I have not the honour to be known to you, but 
am a particular acquaintance: of your ſon's; who has 
been miſrepreſented here, by that pretty gentleman, 


once a raſcal of mine. 


2 I'm in a W dad don't know how to get out 
it. 

Stock. 1s not this r ſon, Sir Harry ? 

Har. No, you ate old fool ; but this is my bir 


vant, and my ſon's pimp, whom I underſtand * have 


been kicking down fairs. 


, 


Stock. Here's a fine heap of | 

Bel. It was my good fortune, 5 the 8 and 
inſtigation of Mrs Jenny, to diſcover the whole, before 
thele wretches had accompliſhed their deſigns. | 

Stock, What @ hbair-breadth 2 ape have I had ! as the 
poet ſays ; the very brink of deſtruction; for I ſhould 
have given him the caſh in five minutes. I'm in a cold 


| ſweat at the er of it. Dear Mr Belford ! 


[ Shakes him by the hand. 
Enter Mrs Stockwell. Miſs, and Jenny. | 
Mr; Stock. O Mr Stockwell, here are fine doings go- 
ing forward — Did not I tell you, that I was for 


Belford from the beginning ? 


Stoct. Don't trouble us now, wife; you have been 
_ and againſt him twenty times in four and twenty 
urs. 
Jen. (to Martin and Slip.) Your humble ſervant, 


. 8 What, dumb and aſham'd too! — The next 


cheme you go abour, take care-that there is not ſuch a 


| gin as I within twenty miles of you, 


3 I wiſh we were twenty miles from you with all 
my loul. 
Slip. As you don't like our company, Madam, we'll 


vetite. [ Going away. 


el Hold em faſt, conſtables: 3 muſt give 


ſome 
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fome account of themſelves at the Old Bailey, and then 

perhaps they may _ to our plantations. , 
Har. But what have they done? or what will you 

do? or wr a am J to do ?!——I'm all in the dark 


pitch-dar 

Stock, I nor ſon married, Sir Harr 

Har. Yes, a fortnight ago: An 15 fellow you | 
kick'd down ſtairs was ſent with my excuſes. 

Stack. I kick'd down ftairs!—you villain you. 

Bel. Don't diſturb yourſelf with what is paſt, but re- 
joice at your deliverance.—-If you and Sir Harry will 
permit me to attend you within, I will acquaint you 
with the whole bufinels. 

Har. I ſee the whole buſineſs now, sir. We have 
been their fools. 

Stock. And they are our knaves z and ſhall ſuffer as 


ſuch. I banks to Mr Belford here - my good aal. 
that has fav'd my L. 10,000; - 


Har. He has fav d your family, My Stockwell. | 

Bel. Could you but think, Sir, my good ſervices to 
your family might intitle me to be one of it—— 

Nan. You'd: make your « hter happy, | 
her to your beſt ier he ** H 

Mrs Stock. My dear, for once hear me and reaſon, 
and make em both hap 

Stock. You ſhall de appy. Bellord. — my 
daughter's hand—you have her heart —You haye de- 
ſerved her fortune, and ſhall have that too - Come, let 
us go in and examine theſe culprits. 

ar. Right, Mr Stockwell. Tis a good thing to 

puniſh villany ; but tis a * to make virtue happy 
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PROLOGUE, 
dee b Mr CIBBER, 


A Tragedy profrites to paſſon ruler, 
So Comedy delights to puniſh fools ; 
And while at nobler game ſbe boldly flies, 
Farce challenges the wulgar as ber prize. 
Some follies fare perceptible appear 

In that juſt glaſs, which ſbotus you as you are: 
But Farce ftill claims a magnifying right, 

To raiſe abe object la to the fight, ' © | { 
i ow way ber inſeld-feols in flronger light. 
Implicit faith is to her poets due, 

And all her 1aughing legends fill are true. 

Thus when ſome conjurer does wives t 


What dull, affefied critic damne the cheat? 


4 * 
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o- ſoould we ſee creduli profound 
Give to ten Far 67 oy thouſand pound; Ty * 
Sbſoulil wwe behold poor wretches horſe away ' 
The labour of a twelvemonth in a day ; 
Nay, ſtould our Port, with his muſe agog, 
Show you an alley-broker for a4 rogue, | 
Tho' tir a ma impoſſible ſugg 
Faith ! think it all bat fare, and grant the . 


. 


| teens abit _ 
Ws IR. Set by Mr SEEDQO.. 


LoTTERY is a taxation 
Upon all the fools in creationz 
8 And heav'n be prais d, 
It is eafily rais'd, | 
Credulity? s always in betone 77 
For folly's a fund | 
Will never loſe 0 
| VII nee 3 


n . Et 


| Eater Fic Buyer. 
_ Þ Buyer, Is not this a houſe where people buy loery- 
tickers? 

Sticks. Yes, Sir I believe I can furniſh you with as- 
good tickets as any one. 

1 Buyer. | ſuppoſe, Sir, tis af 0: one to you what num-- 
ws a man pitches on. 

Stocks, Any of my numbers. 

1 Buyer. Becauſe I would be glad to have iv, Sir, the- 
number of my own years or my wife s; or if I cou'd not 
have either of thoſe, I wou'd be glad to have it the num- 
ber of my mother's. | 


Stocks. Ay or ſuppoſe now it was the number of your - 


grandmother's. 
r Buyer. No, no! She has no luck in lotteries : ſhe 


had a whole ticket once, and got but fifty pounds by it. 


Stocks. A very unfortunate perſon truly. Sir, my 
clerk will furniſh yon, if you'll walk that way up to the 
office. Ha, ha, Ha! ' There? s one 10,000 |' got. 
es an 3 of imaginary rich men will one 

B b 3 125 month: 
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month reduce to their former poverty. (Knocking with* 
out, ] Come in. 
Enter Second Buyer, . 

2 Buyer. Does not your nn, let horſes, Sir? 

Stocks. Ay, friend, 

2 Buyer. *. got a little money by driving W 
ney- coach, and T intend to ride it out in the lottery, 

Stocks. You are in the right; ; it is the way to drive 
pour own coach. 

2 Buyer. I don't r Sir, that but I am willing 
to be in fortune's way, as the ſaying is. 

Stocks. You are a wiſe man, and it is not impoſſible 
but you may be # rich one — tis not above - no matter, 
how many to one, but that you are this night worth 
L. 10,000. | ©) 


A 1 R. Fre Maſon's tune. 
Here are the beſt horſes $54.0 
That ever ran courſes 3 

Here is the beſt pad for your wiſe, Sir : 
Who rides once a-day, © 


If luck's in his way, a 
* ride in a coach all his life, Sir. 
The ſportſman eſteems 
The horſe mote than gems, ; 
That leaps o'er a pitiful gate, Sir, x 
But here is the hack, 

If you ſit but his back, 
Will leap you into an eſtate, Sir. 


2 Buyer. How long a man may labour to get that at 
work which be can get in a minute at play! 


f 
| AI R. Bel ect. 
The foldier, in a hard campaign, 
Gets leſs than the gameſter by ral « a main, 
: Or dealing to bubbles, and all, all that : 
The ſtouteſt ſailor, ev'ry one knows, | 
Gets leſs than the courtier, with eringing bos, 
| And, Sir, I'm your vaſſal, and all, all that: 
And town-bred ladies, too, they ay, 
Get leſs 12 ine than by Pay. 


„* 1 
— — 
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And dowdy Joan * 
Had ne'er been ue | 6.7 
Nor coach had been her ladyſtip's bt, N 
But for the black ace, and all. Ml that. | 
And belike you, - Sir, would willingly —_ upon the 
number of my coach. | 
Stacks, Mr Trick, let that e the num- 
ber of his coach. ¶ de. ] Ne matter whet het we have 


it or no— As the gentleman 1s riding to-a caſtle in the 


air. an airy horſe is the propereſt to catry him. | Nuoc. 
ing hard without.] Heyday ' this is ſome” perſon yn 
quality by the impudence of the footman. 1254 

Enter Lady. 7. 1 een 

Lady. Your ſervant, Mr Stocks. ö 

Sto. I am your Ladyſhip's moſt obedient Ae 

Lady. I am come to ſome tickets, and hire ne 
horſes; Mr Stocks. iutend to Ve 3 3 
and ten horſes every day. 

Sto By which, — Ladyſhip bak any hits: — 
may very caſily get L. 30, 00 or L. 40,000. . 

Lady. Pleaſe to look at thoſe jewels, Sir they coſt 
my lord upwatds of L. 6000, — 1 ares to my "” —_ 
you will lend upon them. 5 

Sto. If your Ladyſhip pleaſes to vn up inte thi 
dining-room, IM wait on you i, a moment. 

Enter Porte. 

Well, friend, what's your buſineſs xn 

Por. Here is a letter for you, an't pleaſe-you. - 

Sto. [ Reading. J. 

„ HBrother Stocks n 4 

„Here is'a young lady come to ladge at my houſe 
« from the country, has deſired me to find out ſome one 
« who may inſtruct her how to diſpoſe of L. 10,00 to 
« the beſt advantage. I believe you will find her 
« worth your acquaintance; ſhe ſeems à mere novices. 
« and 1 ſuppoſe has juſt recery'd her fortune : : K is 
« all that's needſul from bf 

REG. « Your ae@ionme brother, ot 
„ Tin. ee. 
Very 2 requiroi no other anſwer than that I 
will come. ¶ Knocking hard Wo J Heyday ! more 
people of quality— oe! 8 5 
ner 
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Enter Jack Stocks. v 4 


Ha! 
"pf Sto. Your-ſervant, "We Wa 
= Your ſervant, een I have not ſeen 


Fs. Sto. . been a man of great bulineſs lately. 

Sto. I hope your buſineſs. hay turn'd to a good ac- 
count * vou have elear d handſomely; 

F. Sto. Ay, it has turn d to a very good account: 
bane clear'd my pockets, faith! 7: 

Sto. I am. ſorry for that—but I hope you will excuſe 
me at preſent, dear brother. Here is a lady of qua- 
lity ſtays for me; but as _ as this hurry of buſineſs 

is over, 1 ſhould be very glad to—driak a diſh vw you 
at any coffechouſe you wall appoint. | 

J. Sta Oh! I ſhall not/detain-you-long ; wi ſo, to 
evi. the affair as ſbort as poſſible, I deſire you wou'd lend 
me a brace of hundreds. | 

Sta. Brother l 7 70 

5. _ A brace of hundreds; L.200, in your own 


Ste Dont Jack, you know I wou'd as ſoon lend you 
| 11 cog apaciene" aro 
| J. Sto. Come, come, brother, no no equivocation: 
L. 200 [ muſt have, and will. 
Sto. Muſt have, and will n and ſhall have toog 
if you can get em. 
J Sto. Sdeath! u fat raſcal ; what” title had you 
to come into the world before me? 
Sto. Nou need not mention that, brother: you row 
my riches, if I have any, are owing to my induſtry ; 2 
your poverty is. to your lazineſs and-extravagance—and 
I have rais'd myſelf by the multiplication-table, as you 
have undone yourſelf by the bazard-table.. 
| A. . Sto. Chat-is as much as to ſay, I have — 
like a gentleman, and you have rais d youſelf like 3 
pickpocket.—Sirrah, you- are. a ſcandal to the family; 
you are the firſt trade ſman that has been in it. | 
Sto. Ay, and the firſt. that has been worth a groat 
in it. And though you don't deſerve it, I have thought 
u e wa you in à way to make you the (c- 


cond. 
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cond. There, read that letter. CJ. Stocks reads it to him 


ſell.] Well, Sir, what ſay you to 10,0001. and a wife ? 
25 Sto. e that I only want to know 3 


855 Nothing. ſo eaſy —As ſhe is eee filly, 
you may depend upon 1t, ſhe will —— of a lac'd 
coat and a lord. Now } will make over both thoſe 
to you in an inſtant—Mͤy Lord Lace has pawn'd his 
laſt, ſuit of birth-night cloaths to me; and as 1 intend 
to break before he can redeem em the eloaths and 
the title are both at your ſeryice. 80 if. your Lord- 
ſhip pleaſes to walk in, I will juſt W 88 my lady, 
and be with you. 

J Sto. If I can but Fry this time, Ame's-ace, I de- 
fy thee. TS L [Exeunt. 
Dunter Lovemore. 

What a chace has this girl led me! However, I have 
track'd her all the way, till within a few miles af this 
town. —— If I ftart her again, let her look to't——-L 
am miſtaken, or ſhe began to find her paſſion growing 
too violent before ſhe this flight —and when 
once a woman is fairly wounded, let ber pe- 
will, the arrow ſtill ſticks in her ide. 


ATR. cha it alſe, but. ſtill s charming. 
Women in vain 5495 * ruf Welk FT OS 
With, unequal ſtrength oppoſe zi : 
Reaſon a while may ſtem the ſtrong prey ** 
Love till at laſt her ſoul &Ccflows,!.: 
| Pleaſures qaviting, + - "= 1 [ 
Paſſions exciting. N 
| Her lover charms ben N 1 
— Of pride diſarme her:; 
Wy Down, down, ſhe gone Yor 2 284 V7 
Enter Win. 
So, Whilſt, have you heard any 1 Moi 4s nn? 
Whiſk: News, Sit! Ay, 1 have heard r and doeh 
as will ſurpriſe you. 
Love. What ! no rival, I hope? we 24 
Whiſk. You will have rivals enough. now, 1 ſuppoſe. 
Why, your miſtreſs is got into à tne lodging in Pall. 
Wa-. found her out "by, meeting that baggage-ban 


* 


80 


. . 
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maid in the ſtreet, who wou'd ſcaree ſpeak to me. I 
follow'd her to the door ; where, in a very few minutes, 
came out ſuch a proceſſion of milliners, mantua-makers, 
dancing · maſters, fiddlers, and the devil knows what, as 
I once remember at the equipping a' parliament-man's 
country lady to pay her firſt viſit. 1% 

Love. Ha! by all that's infamous, the is in keeping 
already; ſome bawd has made prize of her as ſhe alight- 
ed from the. ftage-coach.—-While ſhe has been flying 
from my arms, has fallen into the Colonel' s. 


AI R. Sthy Mr 8 EE DO. 
How hapleſs is the virgin's fate, | 
Whom all mankind's purſuing; —_- 
For while ſhe flies this treach'rous bait, - 

From that ſhe meets her ruin. N 

So the poor hare, when out of breath, 
8.4 From hound to man is preſt 
Then ſhe encounters certain death, | 
And 'fcapes the gentler beaſt. [Exeurt, 
7 | Enter Chloe and Jenny. 1913: 

ble. Oh, Jenny ! mention not the country ; I faint 
at the ſound of it There is mote pleaſure in the rat- 


tling of one hackney-coach, than in all the muſic that 


romances tell us of finging birds. and. falling waters. 5 


AIR. Sth s EEDO. 
Farewel, ye hills and valleys; jn; 
Farewel, ye verdant ſhades ' 
I'll make more pleaſant ſallies 
To plays and waſquerades.. 
With joy, for town I barter 


' Thoſe banks where flowers grow ß 
What are roſes-to a garter? | | 
What are lilies to a beau? 


| Yen. Ay, Madam—wou'd the L. 10,co0 prize were 
© @nce come up. Fa LIE, 2% '1 f + 

Chloe. Oh, Jenny, be under no apprehenfion. It is 
not only from what the fortune-teller told me, but I ſaw 
it in a coffee-diſh, and. have dreamt of it every night 
theſe three weeks. Indeed, I am fo ſure of it, that I 
think of nothing but how 1 ſhall lay it out. 7 
WL2 Ex © 4 | + en 


E 2 ww Mo. 
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Jen. Oh, Madam! „ 
in this town, as laying it out. N 
Chloe. Firſt of al. "rt I will buy one of the beſt 
houſes in town, and furniſh it. Then I intend to ſet up 
my coach and fix, and have fix fine tall footmen.— Ihen 
I vil buy me as many jewels as I can wear. All ſorts 
of fine cloaths I'll have too. Theſe I intend to pur- 
chaſe immediately: And then for the reſt, I ſhall make 
a ſhift, you know, to ſpend it in houſe-keeping, cards, 
pag maſquerades, and other diverſions. - | 
It is poſſible you may. She has laid out 
_ thouſand of her ten already. - 
Chloe. Well, 1 ſhall be a happy creature,—1 long 


to begin, methinks. | 


AIR. i Perſeus and Andromeda, 
Oh what pleaſures will abound 

When I've got ten thouſand pound! 
Oh how courted I ſhall be! 
Oh what lords will kneel to me! 
— Vho!l| diſpute my 

Wit and beauty, 
When my golden charms are found? 

O what flattery, 

In the lottery, 
When I've got ten thouſand ct} 


An't I ſtrangely alter'd in one week, Jenny? Don't I 
begin to look as if I was born and bred in London al- 
ready? Eh! does not the naſty red colour go down 
out of my face? Han't I a good deal of pale dr 


imme? 

Jem: Oh, Madam! you come on gloriouſly. 

Enter Servant. 

Send Madam, here's one Mr Spadille at the door. 

Chloe, Mr Spadille ! Who is that? g 

Jen. It is your ladyſhip's quadrille · maſter, Madam. 

Chloe. Bid him come another time.— I an't in a hu- 

mour ta learn any thing more this morning.— I'll take 
two leſſons to-morrow: tho for they tell me one is 


le. qualiſy'd for any end till One _—_ Play wth arc 
4h Serv, 3, 
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Ser. Mr Stocks the broker, too, Madam, is below. 

Chloe. Oh, that's the gentleman who is to diſpoſe of 
my ten thouſand pound fur me deſire him to walk up, 
Is it not pretty now to have fo many viſitants? Is not 
this better than, ſtaying at home for: whole weeks, and 
ſeeing none but the curate and his wife, or the ſquire ? 

Fen. It may be better for you than ſeeing the ſquire; 
Fab, if 1 miſtake-not, had yourtay'd many . 
be had been a dangerous viſitant. 

Chloe. I am afraid ſo too for I began * he's in love 
with him: and when once a woman's in love, Jenny — 

3 Lud have mercy upon her! 


3 nin Set by Mr SEEDO. | 
Chloe. When love is lodg'd within the heart, 
Poor virtue to the outwork flies 
The tongue in thunder takes ber part, 
She. darts in lightning from the eyes. 
From lips and eyes with gifted grace, 
In vain we keep out charming ſin; 
For love will find ſome weaker place 
To let the dear invader i in. 


2 Stocks. 
S'toctr. I bad the honour of receiving your 1 
Madam. 77 

Chloe. Sir, pu bumble ferednt.—Your naive is Mr 
Ste, 80 1 — calbd in the alley; Madam; a name, 
though ſay it, which would be as well receiv'd at the 
Fa of a piede uf paper as any he's in the kingdom. 
t if 1 miſtake not, Madam, you would be infiroted 
how to diſpoſe of L. 10, % % 
e I would ſo, Sir. 

Sto. Why. Madam, you know at preſent public in- 
tereſt is very low, and private ee very difficult to 
23 lam ſoriy to ſay it, I am afraiq there are 
| Tome in the Alley Me ms not the honeſteſt men in the 

kingdom. — there ĩs one way to diſpoſe of mo- 
ney with ſafety and advantage, and that is—to put it 
into the Charitable Corporation. 

Chloe. The Charitable Corporation! pray, what isthat? 

FOO That is, Madam, a method invented by ſome 


I | very 
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very wiſe men, by which the rich may be charitable to. 


the Pen and be money in pocket by it. 
Enter Servant. : 

Ser. Madam, here is one my Lord 1 dire to 
know if you are at home. | 

Chloe. Lord Lace! O Gemini! who's that? 
Sto. He is a man of the firſt quality, and one of the 
beſt eſtates in the kingdom, Why, he's, as rich as a 
lapeahge. 

Euter Jack Stocks as: Lord Lace. 


7. Sto. Bid the chair xeturn again an hour hence, and 


ve orders that the chariot be not us'd this evening. 
Madam, I am your moſt obedient humble ſervant. — 
Ha! egad, Madam, I-aſk ten theviend pardons z7 I ex- 
pected to have met another lady. 
Sto. Le your Lorddhip means the couatels 
J. Sio. Ay, the Counteſs of i 
Sto. She left theſe lodgings this day ſe- ennight, — 
Lord, which was che day this lady came into m. 


J. Sto. 1 ſhall never forgive myſelf being guilty: of o 


great an error; and unleſs the breath of my ſubmiſſion 


can blow up the redundaney of your good · nature, till it 
raiſe the wind of compaſſion, I ſhall never be able to get 


into the harbour of quiet. 
Sto. Well faid, faith—the boy has 95 ſomethi 
following plays, I ſee. 2 
Chloe. Is this one of your proud lords ? Why, 
ten times more humble than the parſon of our pariſh, 


J Ho. "Ha! and'are you then re ſolv'd not to pardon 


me? Oh, it is now too late; you may pronounce my 
pardon with 78 tongue, phe" you bis: Greene me 
with FORE; eyes. | 
AIR. Set by Mr 8 EE DO. ; 
| Chbe, Alas! my Lord, you're too ſevere, 
Upon ſo ſlighi a thing; © 
And Tus I dare not ſpeak for fear, 
Oh give me leave to ſing. 
A rural maid you ſind in me, 
That fate I've oft deplor'd ; 
Vet think not I can angry be 
6 With ſuch a noble lord, 
Vor. II. „ 


EP 


= 
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Sto. Oh raviſhing! exquiſi te! ecſtaſy! joy! tran. 
N miſery! flames! ice! "row ſhall I thank this 
goodneſs that undoes me? 

Chlze. Undoes you, my Lord! | 
J. Sto. Oh, Madam, there is a hidden poiſon i in thoſe 
eyes, for which nature has no antidote. 
Jen. My Lord has the ſame deſigns as the ſquire, I 
Fear: he makes/love too viglent for it to be honourable, 
Ad. 
ci Alas, my Lord, I am young and ignorant 
though you ſhall find 1 have ſenſe enough to make a good 
market. [¶Aſide. 
J. Sto. Oh, Madam, yon wrong your own charms.— 
Mr Stocks, do you ſend this lady the diamond ring you 
have of mine to ſet.—Shall I _ vou would honour it 
with wearing? It is a trifle, not worth above L. 3000. 
—You ſhall have it again the day after we are married, 
up honour. [Ade to Stocks. 
Sto. It ſhall'be ſent to your Lordſhip's order in three 
days time-——-which will be after you are married, if 0 
you are married at all. LAlide to hin. 
Chloe, Indeed, my Lord, I know not what to ſay. 
J. Sto. Nor „ neither, rat a e ] Say 10 you 
vi be mine. 
Chloe. Vou are too haſty, Sir. Do not _—_ I can give 
my conſent at firſt 1 17 
J. Sio. Oh, it is the town a of \ wooing: en of fr 
faſhion never les one another above twice before mar- 


| riage. 1. 
| 
| 


Sto. Which i may be the reaſon ly fondaf . fearce 

ſee one another twice after they are married. 
| F. Sto. would not preſume to aſk ſuch a thing, if 1 lic 
| were not preſſed by neceſſity. For if I am not married 


| in a day or two, I ſhall be obliged” to marry another ha 
whom [have promis'd already. "g 

Chloe. Nay, if ey have e once fal, you vil a. = 

ways beſo. bo 
AIR. Set by Mr SEE DO. 2 

I've Ah heard' 1 et "y 

Too things averr'd * 


| 
{ 
| 
* 
* bk 
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To be as ſure 1 
As light is pure, 
As knavery is law, Yo 
The man who'll prove 
Once falſe to love, 
Will ſtill make truth his ſcoff; 
. And woman that 
Has—you know what, 
Will never leave. it off. 
Sto. I ſee, Madam, this is a very improper time for 
buſineſs; ſo 1 IL wait on your Ladyſhip in the — 28 
| | xit. 
J. Sto. Let me beg leave, Madam, to give you a little 
advice. I know ſomething of this town. Have nothing 
to do with that fellow; he is one of the greateſt rogues 
that ever was hang e. | 
"Chloe. I thought, my Lord, you had ſpoke juſt now 
as if you had employ'd him too. 


Sto. Yes, Madam, yes—thefcllow has ſome L. 40, 0 


or L. 50,000 of mine in his hands; which, if ever I get 
out, 1 | wa you my honour, if I can help it, VII, never 
ſee his face again, But as for your money, don't trouble 
yourſelf about it; leave the diſpoſal of that to me I'll 
warrant I find ways to lay it out. 5. 


Enter Lovemore. 


- 


Love. My Chloe! Ha! can you turn thus diſdainful | 


from me? | 
Chloe. Sir, I know you not. & 1 | 
Love. Not know me! And is this the fellow for whom 
I am unknown? this powder- puff Have you ſurren- 
* to him in one week, what I have been ages in ſo- 
citing. . | 1 
F. Sto. Harkye, Sir whoever you are, I would not 
bare you think, becauſe I am a beau, and a lord, that I 
won't fight, CEE 


Love. A lord! Oh, there it is! the charms are in the 
title. — What elſe can you ſee in this walking perfume» - 


ſhop that can charm you? Is this the virtue, and the 


virtue, that you have been thund'ring in my ears? 
death, 1 am diſtracted! that ever a woman ſhould be 
proof againſt the arts of mankind, and fall a ſacrifice to 


a monkey. e 
1 Ce 2 ATR 


e 
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AIR. Sm Caf. 


Some confounded planet reigning 


| Muſt have mov'd you to theſe airs; 


Or could your inelination 
Stoop fo low, 
From my paſſion, - 
To a bean? © 
Blood and thunder! 
Wounds and wonder! 
Can you under - rate me ſo? 
But fivce I, to each pretender, 
My pretenſions muſt ſurrenderzg ; 
Farewel all your frowns and ſeorns: 
Kot me, Madain, I 
Wiſh my rival joy; 


* 


Much Joy! much joy of his born. 


ce. 


Zounds and furies, can I bear it? 


: ton I tamely ſtand the Rocky | 


Sure ten thoufand e 
Cannot prove 2 


Half ſuch evils 


As to love. &; 4 
Blood and thunder! 
Wounds and wonder! 
Who'd be under | 

Woman's love? 


AIX. Set by Mr SEEDO. 


Dear Sir, be not in ſuch a paſſion; 


There's never a maid in the nation, 


Who would not forego 
A dull ſquire for a beau; 


Love is not your proper vocation. 


Dear Madam, be not in ſuch a fury; 
For from St James to Drury, 

No widow you'll find, 

No wife, of your mind, | 
Ah, hideous! 1 cannot endure mou. - 

Ah, ſee him—how neat! 

Ah, fmell him—bow ſweet! 


Ab, hear but his honey-words flow!” 


What maid in her ſcuſes_ ; 


THE Lor TER I +3 I 
Hut muſt fall into trances, +. mee . 


; At the ſight of ſo lovely a beau! 
b £ Sto, Ha, ha, ha! we are very much oblig? 0 to yo, 


Madam. —- Ha, ha !—Squire Noodle, faith you make a 


very odd ſort of a ridiculous figure, ha, ha! 

Chloe. Not worth your Lordſhip's notice. 

Love. L would adviſe you, my Lord, as you love the 
ſafety of that pretty pe 185 of yours, not to let me find 
it at my return; for 3 [ come within the ſmell of your 
pulvilio, I will ſo metamorphoſe your: 'beagſhip— [ Exit. 

J. Sto. Impudent ſcoundrel! 


Chloe. I am frighten'd out of | my wits, for. I know he | 


is very deſperate. | 

J. Sto. Oh, Madam, leave me to deal with him z; I'll 
let a little light through his body. 

Coy. Ab, but, my Lord, what will be the conſequence 
of that? 
. Sto. Nothing at all, Madan ad have kill'd Half-- 

ozen ſuch dirty fellows, and no notice taken af it. 

* 0%. For my e my r- have : a care of rer 
e 


| ATR. Set by Mc SEEDO. 8 
Ah, think, my Lord! how I ſhould griere. 
To ſee your Lordſhip bang d; 
But greater ſtill my fears, believe, 
Leſt I ſhould ſee you hang d. 
Ah), who could ſee, 
On Tyburn tree, 
' You ſwinging in the air! 
A halter round * 
- Your white neck bound, 
Inſtead of ſolitaire. 


=” 


J Ste. To prevent all danger, thee, lets be marry; i 


this inſtant. 
Chloe: O fy, my Lord; the world will ſay 1255 #Qravge. 
| forward creature, 

Sto. The world; Madam, might be ſaucy enough to , 
talk of you if you were married to a private gentleman : 
—but as you will be a woman of 922 they won't by 
e at uy thing PR do. A | 


0 ade tl mn Cite. 
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Chloe. People bf quality have indeed privileges, they 
ſay, beyond other people; and 1 long to * of 


ibaa rigs AI R. White Tock. | 
O how charming ey life will be. 
When marriage has matle me a fine lady! 
In chariot, fix horſes, and diamonds bright, 
© Jn Flander's lace, and broidery clothes, 
O bow I'll flame it among the beaux! 


4 


3 In bed all the day, at cards all the night. | 
| O how I'll revel the hours away! 
Sing it, and dance it, coquette it, and play; 
With feaſling, toalting, g, | 
Jeſting, roaſting, | b 
Rantum ſcantum, flanting jaunting, 1 ö 
Laughing at all the world can ſay. FExeunt, 


Ja. This is ſomething like there is ſome mettle in 
theſe London lords. Our poor country {quires will al- 
ways put us to the bluſn of conſenting— Theſe ſparks 
know a woman's mind before ſhe ſpeaks it. Well, it is 
- certainly a great. comfort to a. woman, who has done 
what ſhe ſhould not do, that ſhe did it without her own 
conſent, © 4 Be. 5 þ 
N Enter Lovemore. . 
4 Love. Ha, - flown! Mrs Jenny, where's your mi- 
reſs ? an 994 
Jen. My miſtreſs, Sir! with my maſter. 
Tove. Damnation! Where! Shew me this inſtant, 
? en. And what! It is ſurpriſing to me how a man 
of Mr Lovemore's ſenſe ſhould purſue a woman who uſes 
him ſo ill--when, to my certain knowledge, there is a 
woman in the world has a much juſter notion of his me- 
Tit, F « 6 
Leue. Harkye, Mrs Minx, tell me where your miſtreſs 
is, or I'll ſqueeze your little ſoul out. 
Nen. Oh, murder, murder! help! murder! 
z] Unter Mrs Stocks. . 
M Stocks, Heyday!! what's the matter? Who is this of 
committing murder in my houſe? Who are you, Sir? 
What raſcal, what thief are you, Sir? Hey! 1 * 


— 
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Love. This malt be the bawd, by the politeneſs of her 
language [Af/ide.]- Dear Madam, be not in ſueh a paſs 
. fon; T am no bilking younger brother: and th Lam 
no lord, you may find me a good cuſtomer, and d good 
a paymaſter as my lac'd fop in Chriſtendom. a 92k 7 
Mrs Sto. Sir, I keep no ſhop——nor'want any of 
your cuſton, .. What Has he done to you, child? 
TQ. e ſenny. 
en. He has * nothing to me un, Madam g 
ſqueez d me hy the arm, to tell him where I 
Web was. 
Mr; Sto. And what hare you to de with her wi- 


ſtreſs? 
Love. Why, faith, Tam like to have nothing to do 


with her miſtreſs without your offices —Lookye, 
mother, let me have the firſt el and here is _— 
at your ſervice. 

Mrs Ste. Whit does the ſaochox mean? 

Love. Ha, ha, ha! 15 


e Sur 57 Mie 1256; 

When the candidate offers his purſe, - 

What voter requires what he meant? 
When a great man attempts to 23 

What fietle man aſles his intent? ies 4.08 

3 you not then aſham d. 1 

When my miſtreſs I've nam'd, ; f 
And my purſe I've pull'd out, 

© Any longer to doubt 


My meaning, good mother? 


Mrs Sto. Mother —Oh that ever I ſhould "IN"Y ſee 
this day!——1 that have efcap'd the name of a whore 
in my youth, to be call'd a band in my old age! —Sir- 
rah, Grrah, the mother that bore you was not an honeſter 
woman. 4 * 

+ Pnter Jack Stocks and Chloe. 

7. Sto. What's the matter, Mrs Stocks? 

Mrs Sto. Oh, Madam, had you heard how I've been 
abus'd, upon your account—Here's a filthy fdlow has 
offer'd money to—— * 1 


Cilee. What, dear Madam? S 


' I 
Sat, 
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FG en Sto. To 9 . your, ladyſhip, dear Ma- 
FJ. Sto. Sir, Þ tefin you 3 amit any farther bol. 
enatis to this lady; and on that condition, I ain 
the paſt. This lady is now my wife. 
Love. How! Is this true, Chloe? 
88 Even as you have beard, Sir. 
f. Sto. Here $A fellow won't take a lord's word for a 
el 


ee Henceforth I mill. never: take a woman' 8s word 
for any thing. 

J. Sto. Then I wiſh, you'd take yourſelf away, Sir, 

Love. Sir, I ſhall take the liberty of ſtaying here, be · 

cauſe I believe my company is diſagreeable to you. 
F. Sto. Very civil, faith Come, my dear, let us 
leave this lullen gentleman to enjoy his ſpleen by him. 
Fel 


Chloe. Oh, my dear Lord, let's go to the ball to ſee 


che lottery drawn. 
. Ste. If your ladyſhip pleaſes. —So, dent Squire, 
adieu. | [Exit ]. Stocks and Chloe. 


© Love. II follow her {till ; for ſuch & coxcomb of a 
huſband will but give- her a x better reliſh for a gallant. 

Exit, 

Jen. And II follow you ſtill; for fuch uſage from 
one miſtreſs will Sie re Jou the better reli for another. 


DLExit. 


| Scans, Guild: ball.” | : 
Commiſſioners, Clerks, Specratars, Mob, &. 


1 Mob. What, are they not drawing yet? 
Kro. No; but they'll begin preſently. 


AI R.. South-Sea Ballad. 
ci Tze: lottery juſt i is beginning: | 
. Twill will ſoon be too late to " an elate; 
For Fortune, like dames fond of eke 
Does the tardy adventurer hate, 
Then if you've a mind to have her, 
To-day with vigour purſue her; 
Or elſe to marrow, 


<< You'll find to your ſorrow, 


THE LOTTERY ges 
Ihe has granted another the favour, 
Which to-day ſhe intended for you. 


1 Mob. Never tell me, Thomas, i it is all a cheat; what 
do thoſe people do behind the curtain? There's never 
any honeſty behind the curtain, 

2 Mob. Harkye, neighbour, I fancy there is ſomebody 
in the wheels that gives out what tickets he pleaſes; for 
if you mind, ſometimes there are twenty blanks drawn 
together, and then two or three prizes. 

1 Mob. Nay, if there be twenty blanks drawn toge· 
ther, it muſt be a cheat; for you know, the man where 
I hired my horſes, told me, there was not quite ten 
blanks to a prize. 

2 Mob. Pox take their horſes! I am ſure they have 
ron Away with all the money I have brought to town with 
me, 


1 Mob. And yet it can't be all a cheat neither for 


you know Mrs Sugarſops of our town got L. 20. 

2 Mob. Ay, you fool; but does not her becher live 
with a parliament-man? 
1 Mb. But he has nothing to do with the lottery, hap 


be? 
2 Ma. Ah, laud help thee !—Who a tell what * 
has to do with it! ö F 
I Mb, But here's Mrs Sugarſops bertelk. 1 
. Enter Mrs Sugarſops. 27 i 
Ho do you do, Neighbour Harrow? | 
fob. Ah, Mrs Sugarſops, vou are a r wo- 


I wiſh you would make your words goall. 
- 15 5. Why, have not you got twenty pound in the 
otte | 

=. Ah, lud! that's all rid away, and twenty pounds 
more to it—Qh, *tis all a cheat; they let one get a little 
at firſt, only to draw one in, that's all. I have hired a 
horſe to-day; and if I get nothing by that, I'll go down. 
into the country to-morrow, | 

1 Mob. 1 intend to ride no longer, nor neighbour 
Graze here neither. He and I go halves in a ticket 
to-day, See, here is the number. 

bug: As [ live, the very ticket I have bired myſelf! 


man. 


* 
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| '2 Mb. Nay, that cannot be. It may be the ſame 
number, perhaps; but it cannot be the ſame ticket; for 
Not have the whole ticket for*ourſclves.  -., 
4 1 tell you, we are both cheated, _ 
bo Upon my ſhoul it is very brave luck naked 
the deel take me but this will be brave news to carry 
back to Ireland. » 
__ 1 Meb. Ay, there's he that has got the five thouſand 
pound which came up to-da 

ef Meb. I give you joy of 2h the five thouſand pound, 


? 


Fiſh. Ah, honey! fait I have not got it as yet — 
but upon my ſhoul I Was within a ticket of it, joy. 

3 Mob. T hope your worſhip will take care that my 
horſe be drawn to-day or to Morrow, becauſe I ſhall go 
out of town next day. 

Sto. Never fear, friend. 

* Sug. Lou are a fine gentleman, to let me the ſame 
ticket you had let before to theſe men here. 

Sto. Pſha, Madam, tis impoſſible ; *tis a miſtake, 

_ Sug. Here i is the number, Sir it is the ſame on both 

pers. 

Sto. Ha! why, Mr Trick has made a little blunder 
here indeed! However, Madam, if it comes up a prize, 
you ſhall both receive it. Ha, ha, ha! d'ye think 
my horſes won't carry double, Madam ?— This number 
is a ſure "I for it was drawn a blank five days ago. 

LAlde. 


0 


Duater Coachman. 

Coach oh; Sir! your worſhip has let me a — lucky 
horſe; it is come up twenty pound already : ſo if your 
worſhip would let me have the money 

Sto. Let me ſee; tickets are this day nineteen pound, 
and your prize is worth eighteen pound eighteen ſhil- 
lings; ſo if you give me two ſhillings, which are the 
difference, we ſhall be quit. 
* Coach. How, Sir! how! 

Sto. Upon my word, friend, I ſtate the account right. 

Coach. Oh, the devil! and have I given three pound 
for the chance of lofing two ſhillings more? 

of Alas, Sir! 1 mm help ill | fortune—You 5, ar 


= 
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had ill luck; it might | have come up a hundred, or a 
thouſand, or ten thouſand; 

Coach. Ten thouſand! Ten thouſand devils take you 
all. Oons! if I can but once get a Rock-jobber into 
my coach, If I don) t break his neck. | | 


AIR. Buff- cart. 
In all trades we've had 
Some good and ſome bad; 
But a ſtock-jobber has no fellow: © 
Iu0o hell who wou'd ſally, 
Let him go to Change-Alley, 
- There are fiends who will make his ſoul bellow. - 
The lawyer who's been 
In the pillory ſeen, | 
While eggs his complexion made yellow: 
Nay, the devil's to blame, * 
Or he'll-own to his ſhame, 
That a Rock-jobber has no fellow. 


Enter ]. Stocks and Chloe. Commiſſioners advance ts 
open the wheels. 

J. Sto. Well, my dear, this is one of the moſt unac- 
countable rambles juſt after matrimony !-—but you ſhall 
always find me the moſt complaiſant of huſbands. 

Chlze.: Oh, my Lord, I muſt ſee all the curioſities ; 
the Tower, and the Gone, and — and ou court, 
and the opera. 

J. Sto. Yes, yes, my hens, you ſhall ſee every thing. 
hut the devil take me if I accompany your ladyſhip. 
I think I will not talk to her of her fortune before to- 
morrow morning. [ Aide. 

Chloe. I will not mention the ten n thouſand pounds be- 
fore tis come up* It will be the prettieſt ſurpriſe! - 

Ale. 

J. Sto. So, the AP is going to hon, drawing. 


4 


Wes R. Now 4 wil, ye parents dear, 

1 Proel. Number one hundfed thirty-two! 

2 Pracl. That number is a'blank. 

1 Procl. Number one hundred nine- nine! | 

- Procl. And that's another blank; . n 
I Prod, 
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1 Procl, Number 6x thouſand ſexenty-one !/ 
2 Procl, That number blank is found. | 

I 4 Procl. Number fix thouſand eighty-twol! . 

2 Proch. Oh, that i is twenty pound ! 


1 Mob. Oh ho! are you come? I am glad to find 
there are ſome prizes here. 


AIR. Dutch Shipper. Second part. 
1 Procl. Number fix thouſand eighty - tuo! 
2 Procl., Is twenty pound, is twenty, pound: 
1 Pfocl. Number fix thouſand eighty-two! , 
2 Procl, Ob, that is twenty pound! 1 


You ſee us all fair; | 
See, nothing is there. T Painting te the boys, who 
The hammer goes down; bold 4 their hands, 
Hey, preſto: be gone, 
And up comes the twen 
| n You ſee e fair, &Cc. 
9 1 Procl. N Sage (houland: three hundred and ten, 
2 Procl. Blank. 
1 Fel Surty obe thouſand ninety- 1. 7 
4 Mob. Stand clear, 1 dear! theth my ticket, 
2 Proc, Blank. 
a 4 Meh, O lud! O lud! 4-31 [Exit ory! 


Hing. 
1 Prodl. Number four thouſand nine | bundred 6xty, 
2 Pracl, Blank. | 'EChioe faints, 
J Sto, Help! help! 


nh; Hane: here are ſome bartſhorn and fal-volatl 


+1 Meb. Poor bay! I ſuppoſe her ticket is come up 
blank. 
2 Meh. May be ber horſe has, tion her, pejghbour. 
"4. The Lottery continues drawing in dumb 4 2 ] 
© | Exter Lovemore and Jenn 
| Sto. What's the matter, my angel? 
Chloe. Oh!—that laſt blank was my ticket. 
J. Sto. Ha, ha! and could that give you any pain! 
Chhe. Does it not you E 
J. Sto. Not a moment's, my dear, indeed. i 
Chlze. And can you bear the diſappointment without 
vpbraiding me? 7 
8 77 ; 


„ 
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J. Ste. Upbraiding you! ba, ha, ha! With what? 
Chloe. Why, did not you marry me for my fortune? 


J. Sto. No, no, my dear I marry'd you for your 


perſon; I was in love with that only, my angel. 
Chloe. Then the loſs of my fortune ſhall give me no lon 
ger uneaſineſs. ; 


J. Sto. Loſs of your fortune! ha !-——How! what? 
what! | 


Chloe. O, my dear! I had no fortune but what 1 pro- 
mis'd myſelf from the lottery, 41 12 
J. Sto. Ha! r 
Chlog. So the devil take all lotteries, dreams, and 


njurers. | | 
7 Sts. The dern tk; Was, ite mn 1 mars 
ned to à lottery- ticket, to an imaginary ten thouſand 
pours Death, bell, and furies! blood, blunders, 
anks ! 
Chloe. Is this your love for me, my Lord ? 
Sto. Love for you! Dem you, fool, idiot. 1 
en. This it is to marry a lord He can't be civil te 
his wife the firſt day. 2 : 
Enter Stocks, 
1 diu. Madam, the ſubſcriptions are ready—and if my 
rd | ILAN; 
2 Sto. Brother, this is a trick of yours to ruin me. 
to. Heyday ! what's the matter now? 
J. Sto. Matter! why, 1 have had a Levant thrown 
upon me. | | 
8 N The ten thouſand pound is come up a blank, 
t's all. N g 8 ee | 
d Sto. A black? - | CE RET. > 
. Sto. Ay, a blank ! do you pretend to be ignorant 
of it? Howeyer, Madam, you are bit as well as I am, 
for Lam no more a lord than you are a fortune. 
Chloe. Now I'm. undone, indeed. . 


co 


A 1 R. Vir -gips , beware. 8 I 
! MW Zove. Now, my dear Chloe, behold a true lover, 
Whom, tho? your cruelty ſeem'd to diſdain, 


Now your doubts and fears may diſcover, 
it „ One kind look's a reward for his pain. 
| Vor. II. | D d + + ; Thus 
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I bus t0 fold the, 
Hie bleſt is life! 
Lore mall hold thee 
Dearer than wife. a 
What Joys in chains of dull marriage can be? 
Lese s only happy when liking is tree. 


As you ſeem, Sir, to have no overbearing fondneſs for 
your wife, I'll take her off your hands. —As you have 
miſs'd a fortune with her, what fay you to a fortune 
without her ?—Refign over all pretenſions in her to me, 
and F ll give 7908 thouſand pound this inſtant. - 
J. Sto. Ha! pox; I ſuppoſe they are a + thouſand 
1 you are to get in the lottery. | 
Love. Sir, you ſhall receive em this moment. 
« Sto. Shall T? Then, Sir, to ſhow you Pl! be 
orehand with you, here ſhe is—take her—and if 
885 I aſk her back of you againz may I loſe the whole 
thouſand at the firſt ſitting ! - 
© Chloe. And can you part with me ſo eafily? _ 

Sto. Part with 100 If I was married to the 
| whole ſex, I'd part with dem for half the money. 
Love. Come, my dear Chloe, had you been married, 
=T you: imagin'd, you ſhould have loſt nothing by the 
_ Chang 
| Chibe. A lord! favgh!. I "NEL to deſpiſe the name 
now as heartily as 1 Iik'd it before. 

'- [ Commiſſioners, & e. cloſe the wheels, and come forward.) 


AIR. Set by Mr SEEDO. 
Since you, whom I lov'd, | 
: So cruel have prov'd ; 4 
And you whom I'ſlighted, ſo true; 
From my delicate fine powder'd ſpouſe 
I retra@ all my thrown-away vows, 
And give them with pleaſure to or 


Hence all women learn, 

When your hulbands/grow ſtern, 
And leaye you in conjugal want; 
Neber whimper and weep out your eyes, 
While what the dull huſband denies 


1. better ſupply'd by gallant. 


Ks kw AH. = 
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Sto. Well, Jack, I hope you'll forgive me; for if I 
intended you any harm, may tickets fall, and all the 
horſes I have let to-day be drawn blanks to-morrow ! 
Sto. Brother, I believe you; for as I do not ap- 
prehend you cou'd have got a ſhilling by being a rogue, 
it is poſſible you may have been honeſt. * _- . 
Love. Come, my dear Chloe, don't let your luck 
grieve you ou are not the only perſon has been de · 
ceiv'd in a lottery, NN | 
| l. 
That the world is a lottery, what man can doubt? 
When born, we are put in; when dead, we're drawn out: 
And tho? tickets are bought by the fool and the wiſe, 


Yet 'tis plain there are more than ten blanks to a prize. 
| Sing tantararara, "fools all, fools all. 1 


| Stocks. 

The court has itſelf a bad lottery's face, f 
Where ten draw a blank before one draws a place; 
For a ticket in law who wou'd give you thanks? 
For that wheel contains ſcarce any but blankes. 


Sing tantararara, keep out, keep out. 


= "Lovemore.. © | : 
Mongſt doctors and lawyers ſome good ofes are found * 
. But, alas! they are rare as the ten thouſand pound. 
How ſcarce is a prize, if with women you deal ! 
| Take care how you marry ——for, oh! in that wheel, 
Sing tantararara, blanks all, blanks all, 


3 - » Stocks. * 
That the ſtage is a lottery, by all 'tis agreed, 
Where ten plays are damn'd ere one can ſucceed: 
The blanks are ſo many, the prizes ſo few, 
We all are undone, unleſs kindly you, 
Sing tantararara, clap all; clap all. 


. 
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| 2 if be a * bave cauſe to fear, 


E r IL O G Uu R. 
Spoke by Mi RAP TOR. 


Zop/ Pm almoſt aſbam d to fbew 2 


Was ever woman like my Lady Lace? 
Maids have been often wives, and widows ſoon ; 
But. I'm maid, wife, and widow, all in one. 

Mo d truff to — on if ſhe plays ſuch pranks ? 


Ten thouſand-———and a lerd ! and both prove blank? 
A piteous caſe ! and what is fill more madding, 


7 boſe fo fine a lord before I had him, 


It had been then ng wonder to diſcover, 
. 


R 
et, ſince diſcarded once at ſuab. foort warning, 


This too ma nl REC morning. 
Tf that | * 
2 har ſth en do? 247 2 er a third, 


Talea, you'll 


been well till botey-moon war over, 3 8 


F, * — LL a / an od 
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| peru kane. . Edinburgh, 1y9%e- 
Old Maſt, — Mr Yates, Mr Wilſon, 
Maſe, - Mr King. Mr Guion... 
Freeman, Mr Packer. Mr Weſton... 
Rojin, . Mr Fox. MMr Taylor. 
Servant - Mr Watkins... 575 
| on.. 8 
Sopby, „Miß Pope. Mrs Weſton. 
Lach ne ge Mrs Bennet. Mrs Williams. - 
2 R O D O G U E. 
_vyos 
PR 0 LO G UE. 
Written by Ma GAR RICK. <3 
- Spuben by MA EIN G. abies 
Aud 'egad, will ds for une pla nll an hp, 'Barzs,-. 
AN old trite proverb let me quote, 
A is your cloth, ſo cut your coat.”* * 
To fuit our Author and his Farce, 


Short let me be ! for wit is ſcurce. 
Nor wvould 7 fbow it, bad I any ; 
| . why, are ſtrong and many. . 
2 Dd. Sal 


e 


PRO LO GU E. 
Should I have wit, the piece have none, ny. 
n pan with empty gun, { 
* 2 is ſure to be — 
A tavern 410 a gaudy ſign, 1 
Whoſe buſh is better than the wine, 


May cheat you once Will that device, 
Neat as imported, «beat you twwice 7 

"Tis wrong to raiſe your expettations , 
Dos be dull in ee. / 


eſs in the rl 


= prologues, *. — = N 
A ſilver button ſpoils — , 


A threadbare coat might jokes eſcape, 


Did not the blockbeads lace the cape. 
Al caſe in point to this before ye, 
Allow me, pray, to tell a 2 
To turn the penny, once a wit * 
—_—_ a curious fancy hit : - 2 5 
ung out a board, on which be boafed, ' 
Dipner fot threepence, boil'd and roaſted! 
The hungry read, and in they trip N 
With eager eye, and [[macking hip: 


' Here, bring this boil d and roaſted, prey 1”. 


—Enter potatoes ——dref each 


All ftar'd and reſe, the bouſe forſook, 


And damn'd the dinner 41 d es, 


Fa ' found, poor Patrick Kelly, 
e mat no joking with the belly. 
Theſe fatts lay'd down, then 2 7 reaſon : 


 m——Witina prolegue's out of ſeaſin. 


Yet ftill will you for jokes fit watching, "obs 
Like Cocklane folks for Fanny's * 
my bere my ſimilie i ſo fit ! $ 
For pralogues are but ghoſts '$ 
Which mean to ſbow 2 art and %% 
And ſcratch you to their author's will. 
In ſhort, for reaſons great and ſmall, 
V better to have none at all. „ 
Pr and g paltry trade 
So let em ——_ TM 


- Say but the word, give your * 


Well tie our e 
Ne its / bind em tight, [holding up his hands 
; cratch, nor fools can write, 


ACT 
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THE MUSICAU®LADY. 
* " 
| A C T J. 3 
Scene, Mazsx/s Chambers. 


Enter MAsx in a 22 9 as mite Lake an 


Fa 


(Cleck frite Eleven.) 
Masx, (as counting the bour. ) 


E I GH T, — nine, — ten, eleven. Paſt eleven by 
the Temple cock, and ne news of Freeman yet! 
And that old beldam of a laundreſs—1 expected to 
have heard her great ruſty key turning in the lock two 
hours ago.— To go to. Sophy's in this ttim is impoſ- 
ſible; and if 1 Break my appointment, I am out of 
her good graces for ever. [Knocking within. ]—Hiſt! 
Hark! ſomebody at the door. Knocking within. ] 
Aſneaking ſingle tap !-—— That can never be Knocking. 
A dun, ten to one! Shall I anſwer ?2—{X 
Again !—How ſhould they find me out 
perhaps it may be a meſſage from .ne on here = 
Going to the door, and afſuning « frigntd voice. — 
Who's ers 15 a 

Laundreſs ( within.) Me, your honour! 

Maſe. Me! you old hag ( Leiting her in. 3 
Where the deuce have you been all morning? Where's 
your key: — Why did not you let youclele. in Ter 
you called at Nando's ? 

Laun. Yes, your honour, 

Maſk, Any letters? | pt 

Laun. Yes, Sir—here's one, 3 ſay; has lain in the 
bar theſe three days. [Giving a letter. 

Maſk. Any meſſage? or has any body been there to 
inquire for me? 

Laun. O yes, your honour. - A; world. of falke, t0 - 
inquire for you. There has been your taylor, and 
linen-draper, and ſhoemaker, and the ſtocking man ia 
Broad-court, and the milliner at the Temple - gate, have 
all been at the coffechouſe to alk after you; |; 

Reva 4 What have we here ? More. plagues ? 

+». [Reading the letter. 
581K, 
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44 8 I R, ch, uns 


4% Mr William Rummer, 3 of the Mitre, has 
4 deſired me to acquaint you, that if the incloſed bill, 
« amounting to ſixty- three pounds five ſhilli ngs and ſix- 
4 Penge halfpenny, is not paid within this week, he 
& muſt endeavour to recover it by courſe of law; Where. 
fore I hope you will take care to ſatisfy his demands, 
6 in. order to prevent further trouble from 

„% Your humble ſervant, 
| „ ANTONY CAPIAS.” 
wen faid; Maſter Capias.—Sixty-three pounds five 
3 and ſixpence halfpenny !. a pretty ſum !—and if 
the odd halſpenny would purchaſe he three kingdoms, 
Jam not worth it. 4A couple of fcoundrels, with 
their dill and their letters 80 ſo— 
[Tearing the bill and the letter, 
Are you hrs! there was no other meſſage ?—ne'er ano · 
ther letter left for me at the coffeeliouſe? 
- Lun. Very ſure, your honůour. 


Nast. Then my note was not carried- to > Mr Free- 


| man s, Tam poſitive. 


'Laun, Indeed it was; Stam ie; it 8 


my huſband told me, as how he had delivered it into the 
gentleman's French gentleman's own hand himſelf. 


0 . Very ſtrange I ſhould hear nothing of In l. 


Sure he would not neglect me. Was ever poor fellow 

in ſuch a diſtreſt fituation?—A woman of fortune ready 

„ to run into my arm and without money, ny or 

© clean linen, to pay her a viſit. 

aun. Ah, heav'n bleſs your honoup | if you had 
© but ſome of thoſe broider'd cloaths, and rings, and 

„ watches, and ſwords, and fine linen, that I have car- 

© ried to the Three Blue Balls in Fetterslane, for your 
\« honour, you -might- be dreſt out as fine: as a lord— 

c 2 2 boa might; and we had but a trille, as a body 

upon them neither. 

10 © Mak Confound the Blue Balls "Ha 3 pawn 

72 myſelf now-to raiſe five guineas,——Every thing is at 

e ſlake 

Mp Laun. Lack-a Gap now, how unluokily matters fall 

* out! I haye known the time I could have conttived 

6 > to Cod: you ever ſo ny; cloaths and curious li- 


6 nend. 
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t yens of ſome of my other maſters—Arnd, to be fure, 
| there's his honour ſquire what- d'ye-call him, the Weſt 
India gentleman, has a power of fine cloaths, all over 
gold and filver; but then all his things have been 
© carried to young madam's lodging's in Hart ftreet, and 
he has not been near chambers theſe three weeks. —— 
I have no other gentleman in town but ſquire Mac- 
george, and he has no handſome cloaths—except the 
* coat with filver þutton-holes, and he wears that eve 
day himſelf, — As for my other maſter, Mr Barefield; 
poor gentleman, I don't reckon him—for he has 
but one ſhirt in the world of his own--and that's 
marked W. M.“ <9 © 
Maſt. Sdeath, what luck . To forfeit my hopes when 
Jam within an ace of ſucceſs — To be the very next - 
ticket to the ten thouſand pounds!—To ſcrew her muſi- 
fical heart juſt into Tight tune, and then to have the 
ſtrings ſnap under one's fingers for want of @ little ro- 
fin !— What can I do. knocking without.) Hat 
here he is, I dare ſay——=Go to the door but if it is 
any body byt Mr Freeman, I am not at home—not- in 
town——You know nothing of me, d'ye hear? 
| ; [Retiring 
Laun, I warrant your honour. [Opens the door. 
| | Enter Freeman. | 
Maſt. (coming forward.)—O my dear Freeman! is 
it you: have been on thorns for fear yon ſhould 
not come, Earn; retires into the inner chamber. 
Free. Come, I have been in ſeatch of you this hour 
—and thbught I ſhould have been obliged to go back 
again without ſeeing you—T have been igto every nook 
and corner of the 'Temple—ran through ewemry wind- 
ings and turnings—and courts, and lanes, and blind- 
alleys—arid then up as many ſtairs as if I had been 
going to the top of the monument. Fs, 
aſt, Why, I haye changed the ſcene a little fince . 
I ſaw you laſt, to be fure.—Elegant chambers, Free- 
man—1, have them ready furniſhed, you ſe. 
Free, Won't the old gentleman be extremely ſurpri- 
| fed at the vaſt progreſs you have made in the lav? 
Maſk. My father! prodigiouſſy ſurpriſed— And I 
expect him in town every day —But no enn, 


% 
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all my diſtreſs, Freeman, I am happy, and even ſuc. 
 ceſsful—My affair with Sophy goes on ſwimmingly. 

Free. Pha, is that all! A muſical lady! I would 
as ſoon take the Savoyard girl for a Nie, with no other 
portion than her cymbal. 

Maſk. Ay, but my miſtreſs's Ute is 75 with gold, 

you know. Thirty thouſand in her own diſpoſal ! Be- 
ſides, I dare ſay this paſſion for muſic is but one of the 
irregular appetites of virginity : You hardly ever knew 
a lady ſo devoted to her harp 1 957 but ſhe ſuffered i it 
to go out of tune after matrimony. 
Free. This is all mighty pretty in theory. But 
even ſuppoſing that you can fo eaſily reconcile yourſelf 
to all her airs and erotehets, I ſee very little proſpect of 
her being ſo enamoured of you. 


95 To the very brink of deſperation and matri- 


"Pius. Wat! marry you? She never will, depend 
on it. 

Mast. O, "obs millaken—yaa have too high an 
opinion of her underſtanding, and too mean a one of 
mine. Sophy is like one © "her own. inſtruments : It 
requires ſome {kill to manage her, I.confeſs. But I am 
a_ connoiſſeur in the art, and know every one of her 


8. 
ee, Her ſtops l. ha. his | —— That would be a 
2 pretty sen, if, you was to carry on your 
* courtſhip in m 

Mast. And — not: Love, perhaps, may as 
c well be ſung as ſaid, and is hardly more ridiculous 
one way than the other; not to mention, that it is the 
only way of ſucceeding with Sopby. It is true in- 
* deed, that, notwithſtanding her rage after the gamut, 
1 knows little more of mubc than I do; yet I am ſo 
* well convinced of the violence of her attachment to 
“ every thing that is muſical and Italian, that I ſhould 
© hardly be ſurpriſed at her marriage with one of the 

Sopranas at the opera. 

Hees Ay,—but, as 1 take it, Maſk, you kan no 
© opera talents. You can neither ſing, play, nor talk 
Italian. 

. DS No-but I can admire a fine finger, and 4 


, confuſion. 


— 
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in raptures at an air or a chorus; and as for Italian, 
have juſt gleancd enough of the language to ſprinkle 


my converſation. with it as readily as many a faſhion- 


© able coxcomb who has made the tour of Italy. 

Free. So your principal recommendations are neceſ- 
© ſity and the bon front—Hey, George! Well, ſucceſs 
/ ¼œ ES nth tg Og Bega 
- Maſk. | tell you, I am ſure of her. I hate made 
ſome pretty 16telligiBle overtures to her already, which 
have been received not unfavourably. I have played off 
the compute virtuoſo upon her, and ſhe ſuppoſes me to 
be very lately returned from Rome. I have been thrown 
into raptures and muſical eeſtaſies and cried out, Bras 
vo! divino! and ancora londer than herſelf. But that 
which, I plainly perceive, weighs moſt with her, is a 
ridiculous propoſal I have made to carry her over to 
Italy directly akter our marriage. In ſhort, 'I have 
touched the principal ſtring, the maſter-key of her ſoul. 
Nay, ſhe has even declared, that I am a belP cavaliere, 
and a perſon of infinite g. What do you think of 
that, Freeman? | | 

Free. Why, I think the only thing you have to do, 


zs to follow her up with ſpirit. 


Maſk. And ſo I bave—nay, I have even gone ſo far, 
as to frighten her with the apprehenfions of lofing me. 
Free. A dreadful ſcntence - But how? | 
Maſk. By a pretended match with a lady in the 
country, which, I have told her, my father is determi- 
ned to force me into; and that I expe& him in town 
every day to conclude the buſineſs with his counſel. 
rec. Make haſte then, and. conclude your own bu- 


ſineſs with her before he really arrives. Why don't bu 


viſit her? © 
Maſk. . Viſit her! 80 I have again and again. I 


am honoured with her particular commands for this ver 


morning; and did not doubt of making this my laſt vi- 


ſit.— But ſome ſmall impediments, I was afraid, would 
ave prevented my waiting on her. For this week paſt, 

my affairs have been, as you may perceive, in ſome little 

=I, you ſee, am rather in a diſhabille. 

* Free,” Ha, ha, ha! This is altogether as droll an 
3d; 3 . 0 amour, 


1 
1 
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t EA: . bine a piece of courtſhip, as ever [ 
| © heard o 

_* Maſk. So much the better. The oddity of it charmy 
me. LI hate your Strephons and Chloes, your ſenti. 
* N lovers, ſighing and languiſning for two years 
together. 
Free. Well—but your SHES for me.—Tell me 
| in two 2 l en. 0 it · you wok | 
| n two words then, eve n 

Wa I'm glad ont. 10 1 
Mok. How ſo? 

1 als out Becauſe every thing | in my dd Ser at 
ervice. 

- Maſt: My beſt Freeman! 

Free, Come then away with me this inſtant, or you 

be too late.— You ſhall dreſs for your part at wy houſe; 
and ſee now that you play it with: ſpirit. 

Maſk. Never pry, A en thouſand ke, my 
dear Freeman. Some other circumſtances of this affair, 
as well as my conjugal plan, I'll acquaint you with as we 
go along. I'll be with her in leſs than half an hour, and 
make love to ſome tune, I warrant you. | [Exeunt, 
Enter Laundreſs from the inner-reom, with a ler and 

\- * a bottle. 

_ 4 Lawn. Ah, the times are ſadly changed with my poo 
© maſter here 2 have known the day, I could U 
Ceartied things enow from chambers to keep my whole 
family. But now, if I was to take fo muc th as an end 
of candle, poor gentleman ! he muſt go to bed in the 
dark. The only things I can find, are theſe leavin 

« of a quartern of Bohea, and the bottom of a bottle of 
rum. Hard times for poor folks !—And yet, give 
him his due — he's a noble gentleman, that I muſt fa 
for him. When he has jt, away it goes,. and every 
; 8 the better for it. Ah, bleſs him, he is the no- 

+ bleſt maſter I ever had in my life! But theſe confound- 
6 Kh gaming-people cheat him of every thing, 

(Exit with the paper and bottle 


Scent, A Room in Sophy's Houſe... 
Enter Sophy and Lady Sempe. | 
8. O piano, My dear Lady Scrape, piano (The 
S * 
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is my darling amuſement, tis true. I am iaſi- 
zitely concern'd at their diſcord. But I can never 
think of endeavouring to bring Signor Staccato and the 
dear bear CO to an accommodation on ſuch mean condi- 


L. "L. Bow. n aa Miſs 
| , a ſalary a thouſand pounds —with an * 
— provide her a houſe ready „ 
her a coach —and a French cook and a Nomiſh cha- 
plain into the bargain, are no ſuch deſpicable offers for 
one ſeaſon's F as to Signor Stacca · 
to, the terms 

Sep. Nothing to 8 they have had abroad. Are not 
Faw, the praiſe and admiration, of all Europe? —— Were 
they not leaded with nts by all the nobles at Ve- 
vice? —yniverſally d at Naples —entertained in the 
molt n manner by the prince of bf onus e 
taken under the immediate protection of the /Empreſs at 
Vienna, admired at Paris, adored at Bruſſels aud treat- 
ed with the utmoſt reſpeR in every country but our own? 
—O the Goths and Vandals! 

L. Scr. Pardon me, Miſs Sophy! theſe performers, 1 
believe, have been nowhere better received, or met with 
more encouragement.  Signor Ela, the director, my 
Lord and Lady Minum, myſelf, Madam, and many other 
ſubſcribers to the opera, think the conditions Ow at 
leaſt equal to their merit. - 

Sep. Oh, their merit is above all x recomp They 
are a perfec treaſure of taſte and vertu! O the. dear 
Caprice. Such cadences!—ſfuch ſoſtenutos I and 
her graces, ſhakes, flurs, and trilloes—raviſhang beyand 

expreſſion And then Signor Staccato's execution! 
W t enchanting tones!—what a noble forte !—what-a a 
tender piano! and ſuch. amazing harpegiaturas ! The 
very ſoul of harmony ſeems to breathe from the inſtru- 
ment. 

L. Ker. Their metit ought . 


dinary, to come men compariſon. = ; 


their inſolence. | 
Sep. Inſoleace! your Ladyſbip knows they are ine · 
pable of it. 


L. Sr. 1 with I did, Mun, Has not the Caprice 


Vor, IL. : TIT] manta ( 
| Nen 


| 
| 


L. Sore Nays: is it not notorious to the whole wor 
Madam, that their inſolence is owing merely to the great 
_ encouragement. they have received, and that they depend 


 fince you came into the room. But to no 


voices ſuperior to your friends, Madam. 
dam, let me-tell you, that Signora Trebletti i is recovered 
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more than once affronted the whole town ? Has not ſhe. 


diſappointed them in the groſſeſt manner—and refuſcd 
to ling even on the opera nights? 8 

Sap. Accident and indiſpoſition. Vi amanti, &c. 

[ Hummin ng a tutte with affected indifference, 

T. Ser. And has not Signor Staccato laid by the com- 
polition of the belt maſtera, kor the _ of his OWN con · 
certos?: F N 

Sep. Raviſhing ee es) | 

L. Scr. And has not he at laſt thrown the whole or · 
4 into diſorder and confuſion? 

Sep. Reſentment, and great provocation —L.a, la, la, 


la, &. — 


entirely — 


_ Moderato! winrar! Madam. Your Ladyfhip' 


 abſolutely-in alt. 


. gi In alt! Madam? 
Sap. Yes, in alt Give me leave to tell your Lady- 
ſhip, that you have raiſed your voice a full octave 1-9: 2 


The director of the opera, and the opera itſelf, ſhall ſuf- 


fer for it.— Signor Staccato and the Caprice ſhall per- 
form nowhere but in my houſe, and thoſe of a few other 


perſons of guſto—Nay, we'll — a concert "Ry. * 
A opera- night, Madam 

I. Sar. Mighty well, Madam - 

Sop. Which il aim his entertainment, and ruin 


bis ſubſcript ion. 


I. Scr. O, you ny and yourſelf A Madam 


"einer Ela, and thoſe of the nobility, who interelt 
themſelves in this affair, are not without reſources —- 


A foreign miniſter's lady has ſent over for hands and 
Beſides, Ma- 


of her cold yes, Madam, Signora Trebletti is recovered 
of her cold and we don't doubt of providing a moſt ex- 
quiſite opera, without the aſſiſtance of either e, Stac- 
cato or the Caprice. Exit. 


ca. Oh the tramontane creature Ra 7 not ſuf- 


8 A „ern fer 


\ 
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fer her to diſconcert the harmony of my e 
Here, Signor Rofini— 

> Enter Rofin. | 07 © SS 
Give me the viol di gambo—a leſſon evithe boſs il 
compoſe my mind ¶ Tunes the inſtrument, and turns over 
ſeveral pieces of muſic. ]—Well, I declare now, this little 
Venetian ballad-tune, which Mr Maſk has brought over 
with him, is ſet with an infinite deal of taſte and there 
is a molt ſprightly extravaganza in the words he has ad- 
apted to 2— Roſini, pleaſe to take the inftru- 
ment— I'll go over this —— do hows e ** 
No the viol- e war 


: 
 — 7TH 1 


S ON: 8. 
Love's a fweet and ſoft muſician: | 
| Who derives his {kill from che, 
Plays on every diſpoſition, W. 
Strikes the ſoul on ev'ry 1 


Deep defpair now thrums Adagio, A 

Lively hope now ſounds ED: | 

O the raviſhing tranſition! 
Tweedle dum and tweedle dee. 


Enter Servant. 

&. Ep the man is below with the monica, 

Sop. The what? | 

Ser. 1 forgot the name, Mo'am—but itio a ſet of mu 
fical glaſſes that you beſpoke laſt week. | | 

Sep. O, the armonica. San! maitkes ob-Yobe 23 | 
Bid the Monica come up. Poor fellow!—And, &'ge 
hear —tell them to get every thing ready for a con- 
cert in the hall this morning — And, d'ye hear, 1 
am at home to nobody but Mr Maſk "And bid 


them lay the guittar and the viol d'amour on the 


ſichord I ſhall make ufe of them both. wma 

vant. ]—Signor Roſini,— will you be ſo good as to look 
over the ſcores—and ſee that the inſtruments are in tune 
—aad every thing in order I expect a great virtuoſs 
this morning -a complete judge of compolition—and a 
The maſter of the contra - punto So, pray he care» 
FExit Roſin.]— ! am aſtoniſhed Mr Maſk is not 

5 yet — Well, I ſwear = a 4 "+ 
Ee ts. 
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hits my uniſon to a miracle If he did but fing, be 


would be a moſt complete virtuoſo¶ Sings. III pro- 
teſt 1 am quite in a voice to-day.— [L Sings. Lord, I 


wiſh he was here ſhall abſolutely raviſh him, 


12 07 7 14 Swain by * 
" . Gs of 
Sczux, Sophy'r Houſe. 


„ 5 5 3 | Enter Sopby and Maſk. | BY p41 
Sep. NTA, now, I am ſure you'flatter me I my 
N ſtyle ſo truly Italian? Have I quite got rid 

of the horrid. Engliſh eadenee? ' | 
Maſt. Let me die, Madam, if your-whole-converſa- 


| tion and behaviour do not make me fancy myſelf in Italy 


Signora Lorenza at Florence was the very type of 
Jou. * 1 * f . 
Sep. Well, I fwear now, you are almoſt the only 


creature one meets with in this barbarous country that 


has the leaſt taſte. Our travelling gentry either re- 
turn from the tour of Europe as mere Engliſh boors ag 


they went— John "Trot Rill—or come home at beſt mere 
French petit-maitres.—- But. as to Italy, not one of 


them but Signor Maſquali—Maſpumi how very ſoft 


and prettily that ſounds now!. You muſt! give me 


Jeave to call you Muſpanl—inſiead of plain Maſk— with 
a vile Engliſh I in 1. O ſie it might as well have 
been an Iz perſon that has any ear can't endure it. 

| Maſk. Maſquali The moſt beautiful refinement in 
the world! But now I think of it, your name, Madam, 
may admit of ſome improvement too. Sophy is, to be 


Cure, the prettieſt of Engliſh names it is too near 
Molly, and Betſy, and Bridget, and Ahee, to diſtinguiſh 


vou. What d'ye think I would wiſh to call you? 
Sp. Flong to ko. Wha ?: 
| Maſk. I would call you then I am ſure you'll like it 


| The Sephinj!——1 am pleaſed with it prodigi- 
onſly—the ſweeteſt concetto I he Sophini !— But 
pray, Signor for L will call you Signor—was not you 


| _ harmed at the concerto laſt week The Caprice was 
4 a 17 


amazing, 
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2 and great beyond expreſſion in the ſong of 
Fonti Amiche. [[ [Singing 
Maſk. Yhe ſtyle of that air was excellent. The chro» 
mat ico— l remember. _—— But pray, now, tell me truly, 
bebe her tenderly by the hand —were there not ſome 
rokes of your compoſition in it !-——1I know all the 
virtuoſi conſult you on theſe occaſions I thought 1 
could diſcern — r r confeſs; Lam ſure 
it was fo. 
* gr now— eee know that I mk ant 
e long and languiſhing]-—you have an infinite 
— 


taſte - you have ind was always reckoned 

. for the chromatico. wo - | Conceitedly. 
That air was raviſhi you mult 

* me * it yourſelf. 91 prev 


Soap: What—after the Caprice Ae ſor dhe 
© world. — | 
© Maſk. I ſhall die fred refabormey: „ Te. 
Jop. Lard !—how can you be fo troubleſome? 
eee ]J—Stay!—la-la-la-la—ſ as tuning: ] Lords, 
how beat I am!——Lhave a moſt terrible cold. 
Come, begin — (io the muſic.) but pray be careful of the 
accompagnimenti. Ane ma non troppo. 


[sing an Lolas ar. 
Fonti Aicher 4.0 7 EDS Aw 
ure leggier e, — abe. 
66 <-> 4. ah 5 % (1048 N tos |. 
- Suffurrando,, - n 
ei dite; ting 1443 bag S5 
Che io godro. | 
* I L During the ſing Make ae. 
Y „Diver ſquiſito! braviſſimo! &e. oy nt 
\. And you really ——— is ſet fo. prently.. 


Coba 

| Maſk. Delightfully ne Madam, and * 
0 heavens! 

Sop. O, you're too good to loud yet; ha, ha! 
and yet, I pope it is a little better than the horrid . 
liſh ballad - ing ging. — $1400} 7 

Maſk, Engliſh ballad- Gnging — 0 the Nee 
idea! To bear a huge fellow, with a rough horrible 
I" out, (O the roaſt beef of old England! 

| . Op 
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theory rl, when ſome country neigh. 
bour aſks her in bros lon Pray, Ma'am, could you fa- 
_ vour us With * Go roſc! No, Sir, not that, but an- 
other if you pleaſe ; and then begins ſcreaming, « If 


« love's 28 4 ing to the ancient Britiſh 
melody of — 


mer. 
8. Horrible! ha, ba, ha )-—borriblet—What 3 

iRure of Engliſh I ere e grogle bag pre al 

Goths. 

. Ablglute ex—An Engliſh catch, a Scotch 
| Fw, and an Tri howl, are all their ideas of harmony. 
—— }'heir voices are a ſcale of diſcord—Mufic—Oh— 

— muſic flounſhes nowhere but in Italy: 

Sep. O raviſhing Italy I'd give the world to be 

| there—— Tis heaven, upon earth—the land of gulto, 
vert. and felicita. 
at. Oh, i eee eisen 
of travſporting fo ineſtimable a treaſure as the Sophini 

0 that region af taſte!———Suffer-me to renew the ſuit 

I have ſo often urged to you Let me, nag, rn mult 
| fee Peres attend you thidker. CLanguif 

Sep. Nay—pritbee now | 

Mal. Such taſte! ſuch voice! LS Her. 
* Madam! you would 8 of all the 
ese. though, a lady, I make no doubt 
— e u would receive honours from. the academy dello 

ru 


Sop. Lord !—1 proteſt no- put ant quite into 
confulidn— Fae heaven's ſake 
- . Maſk. © ſce me at your feet?—Take pi 
upon yqurſelf !——Confider my riſſc of vou, by 
that horrid country · match I told you of! Fly, O let 
us fly from this Gothic country, and take refuge in Italy 
—and permit your Maſquali to attend vn 5 your faith- 
Fal Ciciſbet,—— 

Sp. Let me beg, 81 
| Hae Take him for your homble Cicerone to ſhow 
you the beauties of the place — _ 


Pray now 


4150 rr tre r to introduce. pou to the 
W i 4 * Sop. 
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; 5 How can you —ê 


Take him] won't ſhock your ear with the 


rr found of huſband—but what is mort ſoft and 
tender take him for your ſpoſo our caro ſpoſo. 

Sop. Lord, this is bf firapge !——But ſtay, let me 
order Raſini to get the band in order Vou have not 
tad the woe | Nene you e | 

Maſk. Oh, I am too impatient to delay my ſupreme 


ee eee ene 


EY . W [Somewhat angri 
Yes, my dear Sophini, afterwards. And then, 
Ws ek it may ſerve for a wedding-concert—— We 

— have it oy way of & Concerto n—— d'ys 

think of that? 

Sep. A concerto puttiale | Oh heavens, I am 


up of the choiceſt pieces of my own compoſition ! — 
What could inſpire you with fo divine an imagination? 
| —— The very ides abſolutely overcomes me. 


Maſt. And you conſent to make me happy—Come 


N the wing—Let us away this in» 
ant 

Sep. What can I do?——Well——after all—there 

— ſo tender ſo affettuoſo in your manner! O 

creature!—] wiſh-I could refuſe you. 

"Mabk. Amann cara! 
Kiſfng ber band 
2 But on condition that we go direRtly to Italy. 

aſe. Immediately. The ceremony may be perform - 
ed to-day—this hour—and we way leave England to» 
marrow. Oh, with, what pleaſure do I change my ſtate, 
2 this barbarous country, do attend the Sophanp 
hy ac Old England! liberty! et tnttof - | 
Fan glans! nnn wu. 


9 
1 


” 
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— with the thought! To have the fingular 7555 
by of celebrating my marriage with a paſticcio, made 


— — ä — 
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doings! fine ſtudies at the Temple! 


% 


- * p 
% : . 
* * 
J — 


Scans change; to the Temple walkr.” © | 


«.# 


0. Maſt. So—fo—fo! tricked; cheated, impoſed on; 
fooled and bamboozled by an ungracious rogue of a ſon | 


— young knave! with his letters about ſpceial argu- 


ments at Weſtminſter, and trials at Guildhall—and his 


ſtories of circuits and ſeffions—and his jargon from Plow- 
den and Coke. —Odd'"s-my-lifet I am in ſuch a paſſion, 
I could koock down every man I meet with for very an- 


MSc | N Eura Freeman 


Free. Bleſs me! is not that Old Mr Maſk ? Your 
| fervant, Sir; yowre welcome to'town;: 0 


. 


O. Maſk. O your ſervant, Sir; your moſt humble 
fervant !——S8o your friend George is ruined, 1 find 
George, Sir your old crony and ſchook-felow——— 
George is undone. _ N e 
- "Free. Hafen ĩ 8 . 
O. Maſk. What! you know nothing of the matter, 
hey !—you're not acquainted with the pranks he has 
play'd—not you—to be ſure !—— Here have been rare 
A new abridge · 


ment of the law! | | 
Free. So all's out, I find. Pleaſe to explain, Sir. 
Have you ſeen your ſon —kave you been at his cham- 


bers? 


0 Moſk. Chambers! chambers, d'ye call them )— 


Kennels; dog-holes.——I purchaſed him a handſome 
ſet of chambers in King's-Bench Walks, —as handſome 
as any in the Temple —ay, and furniſhed them as hand- 
ſomely. But the ＋ Kor is removed, F find :— 
and where?—why, into a — 

the inns of Court, up four pair of ſtairs into a couple 
of vile ſhelving garrets, where I could. ſcarce ſtand up- 
right, or find a chair to fit down—with a worſe ſmell 
than the county-goal —and a beautiful proſpect into 
White Friars—— And then his ſtudy! & hundred and 
fifty pounds worth of law-books—1 gave him—all neat- 
ly bound in white calf-fkin,—gone ! The deuce 2 


E-book has he in the world but Littleton's Tenures 
in duodecimo, and the Game-laws ſewed — paper— 


ind-alley—a dark corner of 


o Sn dd —_ "9. 


ee 
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which, with an odd volume of Triſtram Shandy, fome 


looſe pamphlets and newſpapers, and fix or fever ſhelves 


of empty bottles, make up the whole of bis ibegryooes 


An extravagant profligate ! 

Free. Ha, ha, hat- I fees Sir, you have taken an 
tract inventory of his effets— But this is nothing. 
——Almoſt every young fellow falls into diſtreſſes one 
time or other, An over - provident father makes a pro- 
. him too bare of money you did 

Sir. 
0. M. Money - did I not give him a profeſſion ? 


did not I put him to the law? —<Od#s my-life! the 


riches— that by eben r nee ora 


dy bis profeſſion — 
Free. His profeſſion a, bs, ha ! that's i 1 


rable— His Ah, my dear Sir, the 


The law is a noble gar, whe it is true followed by ſeve- 
ral learned and 

O. M. A Deere e 

Free. Very true, Sir but your ſon could as ſoum 
bring himſelf to take a 
the road to riches which you have chalked out for him. 

0. M. Never tell me—} know, that, with his ta- 
„lente, he might have done what he pleaſed. —George 
* has lively parts——An abandon'd profligate to 
ruin himſelf ! — And was always a ſmart lad a keen 
* —ſhrewd young rogue! A fool to throw _ 
' away !—And might have got into I- and hig 
reputation, and made a 2 


* Free: Never! take my word 1 3 


turn — not in the leaſt his talent. Diametrieally oppo- 
ſite to his genius and diſpoſition. Lively parta i a fine 
© notion !—as if, becauſe heijgan diſtinguiſh black From 
* white, he ſhould be able to confound black auld. white 
© with each other.“ 

0. M. He has ruin'd himfelf by his idleneſs add ex- 
travagance. Ah, what a proſpect has he loſt } Had he 
fuck to his ſtudies, and made a figure at the bar, we 
might have got bim a feat in parhament—and then of 
courſe a ſilk gown, and ** by degrees, the ſolicitors 


thea 


ſion and he will never be a whit the better for we ge 0% . 


upon the road, as follow = 
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then judge—or- a chief-juſtice—and then—odd's-my. 
life he might have been Ne man as wy Lord 
Coke himſelf. 

Free. Oh rave] there 0 the true bande: of every fa- 
ther in the Kingdom! There is not a country farmer 
who ſends his ſon a ſervitor to the univerſity, but what 
ne himſelf the honour of lawn-fleeves 3 in his _ 


70 M. Well —well, it does not ſi gnify alia In 
never acknowledge him as long as 1 I Vive. Neglect his 
ſtudies! his ſeizetl þ over head and ears in debt! 
p _ wretch, a vagabond, a be * 

Free. Ob, moderate your anger f he is in di- 
iireſs, you'll relieve him; if he has any = you'll pay 
them—and then all's well again. 

- 0. M. Me! I'll not advance a penny—let him go to 
— him ſtarve-ILll never ſee his face again. 
Free. You will, I'm ſure. 

0. M. Never I'll difinherit him IL. won't leave him 
a groat—PI cut him off with a r ruin'd 

ever. | 
Fire. Hell make W. 
. 0. M. He's undone 
Free. He's made for ever! 
0. 1. He'll be hang cd. 
Free. He's married. 
O. M. Who! what! when! agg bow!— 
Free. He's married. 0 
0. M. Mattied l, An ben + x; | 

Free. 'To a lady of "xa Pm young, 1 hand- 
fome—— A girl worth my thavien 1 in ard money, 
| Mr Maſk. | 

O. M. What! George? 11 
Free. Yes, George a N | 

0. M. — inben i; : ; Al, 

Free. Within this half hour, 12444 

Q M. To thirty thouſand ? | 

. Free. And better. | * 

0. M. Indeed i Well ſaid, George, i'faith —He's 2 
Sing boy—1 knew he would do—— He was always an 
arch rogue But how d'ye know ? + 

"on I am AA the. diſpatch'd one of my owe 

% ſervants 


Ry wy DT” _ - TT 
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ſerrants to me with the unn chariot car- 


ried them to church. | 
O. M. Excellent !—He's a rare fellow—TPIl leave him 


ev ry farthing | have in the world — 11 ſettle—But Who 


is this lady? Where does ſhe live? 

Free. If you pleaſe, Sir——Pll;condu& you ihe 
houſe—perhaps we may arrive there before their return 
—and he ſhall preſent you wich your fair n 
law as a peace · offering. 

0. M. Come along "Ry ſhall go hard but Ill 
dance at the young rogue's wedding. PU ſettle five 
hundred a-year' on the firſt: boy. Did not 1 tell you 
he was a ſmart lad, and wou'd thrive in the world? 
Odd's-my-life—ſtrip him ftark-naked, and throw him 
into the” ſea, he Won oy again with a ſword and 
bag wig⸗ 1 6326 4 (Ereunt. 


bern changes to the Hall at Sophy's — Moaficians —— 
muſic ſtand; and every thing prepared for a concert. 
* * Ref. Come, are the ſcores bes, tw are you all rea* 
dy in your parts? 
Sing. Em afraid we're not quite perfect in this 
' ſtrange trio which Mr Maſk has left with us. 
6 _— Strange Trio, d' ye call i it Let me ſee _ 
[Reads the pager 


And, alſo, nor, neither; 
For, becauſe, or either; 488 
« But that, although, therefore, 

If, yet, unleſs, wherefore. 


« view pretty words, and extremely muſical — 
you run them over—yov'll have time enough. 0 
6 _y With. — my heart. 


8 « The 10 
© Fords by Dr Bb Fr 
Aae by Mr-Battiſhull, - Nie Stab 'b.u4 
& ==* And, alſo, nor, neither, 3 
| For, becauſe,” or, eitheer,.r/ 
But that, although, therefore, 
If, yet, unleſs, wherefoce, | 


' * * . % Po 
Z 


. | Toward: 
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| 0.M. Odd'e-my-life! N 


What a magnificent fide-board of plate in the parlour, 


We 'l Gndeevery thing agreeable 
res, 885 
©. M. But is ſhe ſo muſical, d' ye lay? 

An. Hiſt! they're here Let us retire a while, 

Daten Malk and Sophy, 

| Bob. Di due belle alme amanti, &c. [Snging. 

: Free. ( advancing.) How NOW, Maſk ? May 1 we give 
joy ? You're married, L 

: Maſe. Ay, ay -faſt enough, Freeman - N 

Sap. O yes married in a filthy church without an or- 
gan in it—But, Signor Maſquali, d'ye know that gentle- 
man? .. » [Seeing Old Maſk, who advances. 
Mask. My e carry it through bolgly, 
however. ¶ 4/ide:} You ſee, my dear, I told you he 
would be in town.—{ To Sophy.] This is a pleaſure I 
had not flatter'd myſelf in the expectation of Give 

— Sir, 6; joy you with this Reo i 
| have juſt now had hr nee 19 make my wiſe, and 
your daughter. 

. M. Madam, I give you joy—and my ſon j joy—— 
and myſelf joy—lI have heard af all your pranks, George; 
and if you had not avercome me with this agreeable ſur- 
 priſe—od@'s-my -life, 1 ſhould have wy you ſound] ly 
do taſk, I can tell you. rt to Ma 

Sap. Well, poles of TI A o much good 
company,—l have aconcerto ready ou will be bel 
with it all the airs are of my own compoſition. 

O. M. A coneert?— With ſubmiſſion, Ma' am, a 
good country-dance wo ke us a thouſand times 
merrier.— Odd's-my- ve me but a lively . 
ner, and ÞIl- croſs over, and gure in, and right band 
and left, eee de roll, de roll. 


ing a 8 
Sop. O monſirous!——Sig —Sig gor Ns d'ye hear 
—_— this can be a father of yours, and have fo late 


NM. His father! Yes, Madam, and you'l nd 
ET 1 . | £8 


. 


— 
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ie his father's en for; [ believs—A.ehipas.the ghd 


block, I promiſe you. 
Sep. Oh, he's the very erte of ende | 
matter. 
Sop. "IE eres Ar La taſte, Sir. 
O. M. What, George? | | . 
Sap. A complete conoſcente i 
O. M. My ſon? | 


Sop. A — teins judge of file and rr 


en 9268 N 
0. M. Hel 
And a perſon of che niceſt ear in the world. 


0. M. O dear, O dear, O dear! What, has the 


young rogue wade. you believe that be underitartids mu- 


he? | :1@ 
Sop. Oh, Sir, I am not eafily e in thoſe ber- 
ticulars. [ Conceitedly, 

O. M. A fy nn was always an arch 


4 ha, ha, ha u, this i is all a bam, oe 


Sap. A bam, Sir !1-— What d'ye mean ? v2 


0. M. The young rogue has play'd on us both, | 


Ma'am.—— Taſte! he knows no more of vertu, as you 
call it, than I find he does of the law -A fly; dog! 
Muſic! He!—W hy he has ho notion of a tune be- 
yong Derry down, or the hundredth pſalm. As to 
finging, he has no more muſical notes in his voice than 
a cuckow—And the ear is, I believe, the Jaſt part of 
the human frame by which he er choale/ro be di- 
ſtinguiſhed. 

« Sop. Nay, now, Sin you carry your — — too 


far. Pam too well acquainted with his accompliſn - 


ments. Don't I know 4 he mixt with all the vir- 


* tuoſi in Italy !-—Does no abominate filthy Engliſh, 
and tdolize dear Italian? And is not he juſt re» 
. _ from being the object of public admiration at 
Rome? 


0. M. Rome! George been at Rome \— What) has 


© he perſuaded you into that too? ha, ha, ha, ha !—— 


An arch dog!—[ Laughing heartily. ]—Why, Ma'am 
© he never was out of England in his life. He knows 
Vor. II. 3 no 


7 


— . . JL ²˙w AM — — - 
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| vo more of Rome than the 015 does of While bs 
< Wiltſhire.? i | 

Sep. How! e! | 1 CARAT 
. M. And as to- Ltakinns 8 acquainted with 
twenty words of the angnage, © 925 

6 Sop. Impoſſible! $34 3 + WHI1Y HL *4W 444, 
J. M. 1'tell you, Ma'am, again 1 Ein, tis all 
« a bam upon you———George is an arch rogues, and has 
0 „bern. too hard for us both—ha, ha, ha, ha! 


e Maſk winks,” and mates fighs to hin, | 


6 Ab, what tegie your winking and 9 to me! 
Isn't it all true, firrah ? 

74 * do het ir this rb Sir? 
i Cie Maſk, 
1 Mok Godin, aps ur kenour - Beſore marriage, 
as I ſaw it pleaſed you, I was content to ſeem an Ita- 
lian; but now; my love, you thall find me a true Bri-+ 
ou! 1 promiſe you. | 

0. M. Look * berterdid not 15 210 you 8 
ha, haz hä! 

Sep. Nay, now, Bir, I ſee you are in ieft—for I'm 
convinc'd that Signor Maſquali— 
Mast. Maſquali a Maſk is my name, my 
dear und your name too—thanks to the parſon. 

Sap. Maſk !-T ſhall never bear to be called Maſk— 
Mrs Maſk!—Such an unmuſical ele ne thall 
never endure it. 

Mal. Ves, yes, you will endure i it very nell, and a 

eat deal more too, I warrant you. 

op. Why, ſurely, Signor ; * 

Mask. Signor I am no Signor. —Mr W 0 if 


you pleaſe, George Maſk—an Engliſh gentleman — 


worth twenty apt. from F rancey of "counts from 


1 00 
. Odd's- my -life Mb « fret her war to fiddle- 
Nrings Andy you are really no virtuoſo! not a perſon of 
60 1% In nothing, Madam, but in my piMon for 
2 aden, —15. ſhall full haye one conſola- 


ion, 
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tion, Poet and that a great one—!I ſhall have the 
pleaſure of forming your taſte myſelf—and as a good 
leſſon- I'll have the concerto perfotmed immediately : 
Where are all my 8 Theres Roſinĩi : Caprice 
Scropelli 1 Squeakalh | | [Calling the fingers. 

O. NM. Odd's my life, the whale ke. nee 
and Trueman I Sweetlips and Dido! 

Sap. Ab, Tramontant! what horrible diſcord ! 0. To 
thing but the performance of my concerto— —g—-ĩ] 
Maſk, Come, come, my dear Sophy, we'll have no 
concerto— nothing Italian We'll celebrate. our — 
after the old Engliſh falhion— | 1 (1 i 11 65 

bow” What»: din 4 | 

Mart. Vil: give away. five 0h 5 to «i dige 

Sap. Horrible! 

ala All the ſervants ſhall go roaring drank to-beds ' 

» Monſtrous! | 
- Maik. And to-morrow morning, my love, you hall 
be rouſed with the drums, and the true Brituh ur 
of marrow- bones and cleavers. | 

Sop. Barbarous and horrible. Is this the Afttuoſo 
| Maſquali 3 ? Is this the tender Spoſo? T 1 

Mart. Engliſh, my dear Sophy; ſpeak: Engliſh, we 
Heaven's ſake ! I can converſe in no other lang 

Sap. How am. I deceived and impoſed on b. And 
don't you intend to carry me to Italy? 

Mal. 0 Italy! ridiculous! No, no, my love: we'll 
ſtay here, in the e en of beef, n, 
and Old England. 
op. Dila ppointell in. every thing deluded, eajo- 

$ nd coaxed } wheedled, into a marriage with 2 horrid | 
liſ — 141 
Mat. Have a care, Sopby'; no bard words to your 
lord and huſband. 7 
_ Huſband l 1 all int 3 at BY ſound. 
FEree. Have paticuce, Madam, and reconcile Jour- 
« ſelf to your ſituation. Ta be laugh'd out of one's fol- 
lies, is the beſt and molt agreeable. method of being 
© cured of them“ 
O. M. Odd's-my- life, daughter —l have a right to 
call you daughter now down on your knees, and thank 
heaven that ou. have wy w_ an Rate Why, it was 

1. 


X Np + © 4 
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a thouſand to one but what you had married a fiddler—. 
You have met with one of the archeſt young s in 
the world. I'll anſwer for it, that his fortune ſhall be 
little inferior to your own—an@ I warrant, that he will 
make the beſt of huſbands. „eri Ri 
Sap. Beſt of huſbands indeed! and deny me the en- 
.joyment of muſic and vert? 14 6 
Mail. That, my deareſt Sophy, ſhall be almoſt the 
only thing I will deny you. And you will thank me 
Hereafter for oppoſing a foible, which eclipſed your good 
ſenſe, and ſetved only to make you ridiculous. —Nay, 
more; to convince you: that I can endure the ſound of 
an inſtrument, do but defer your concert till the even- 
jag, you ſhall invite what company you pleaſe, and my 
father may be indulged with his country+dance after- 
wards into the bargain. | | 
0. M. Aſterwards !—We'l have a dance W 
Ay with your muſic- ſtands and big-bellied baſz- 
„ viols, and let the fiddles ſtrike up here, and call in 
your ſingers to go down the dance with uus. 
Man. With all my heart— But I have more won- 
ders for you. | | TAS 
« Sop: What d'ye mean? 
Marl. I'll ſhow you.'—Rofinit -. * 
27” Tn [To Roſin, who advancer. 
Reſ. Signor! 


Matt. Signor !-—don't 5 me, puppy. Sophy, 
do you know this gentleman?x ne 
Sao. Nobody better it is Signor Roſini. 
Mail. See now, how eaſy it is to impoſe; on you. 

He-is as great à cheat as myſelf. This is no Signot 
Roſini, but honeſt Jack Roſin, from Comus's court ; 

one of the choice ſpirits— the chief leader in all my 
concertos, and by my dirgfhſps he crept into your pay 
as Signor Rofinj. © (© 244417 Ap 
© " Sop. Indeed! I muſt fairly own, that this Laſt circum- 
ſtance mortifies me, and makes me more aſhamed of my 
muſical attachment than all the reſt.— lo be duped by 
Mr Rofih, is too palpable a weakneſs not to be repented! 
But now, Sir, if I conſent to lower my note, (to make 
uſe of a muſical phraſe once more), may I not hope that 
you will lower your note too sg. MAL 


9 
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Math In every particular that does not huft four 
forkunè or injure your character, you ſhall find me che 
tendereſt and moſt compliant of huſbands. And now, 
Sophy, do but cheerfully reſign this one foible, we 
ſhall be the happieſt couple in Great Britain. And 
though there has been ſame little diſcord between us at 
firſt, weſhalÞ agree for the future as well as baſs and 
treble. And. give me leave-to congratulate you, that: 
inſtead of Signor Masagar you; have got honeſti 


Gro Mask. 
Renee 
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DaanAaTtis Prasonea. 


© Covent-Gayden, Fdinhurgh, 1782. 


"+: 0ugy . Mr Legg. Mr Taylor. 
Juno, Mrs Stevens. Mrs Mountfort. 
Apollo, Mr Mattocks. Mr Marſhall. x 
Pan, Mr Dunſtall' Mr Hallion. 
n A | 
Mr Shuter. Mr 8 
Mr Barnſhaw. Mr Tannet. 
Mr Baker. Mr Charteris, 
Mry Thompſon, Mrs Charteris. 
Daphne, Mrs Baker. Mrs Jackſon. 
Nye, Mrs Mattocks. Miſs Kirby. 


|” Bormn, Figh an Mount Olympun, dsr nth 2e of 
. | 5 . | 
AC * 7 niet 


The Curtain if ri, Ying, diſcovers the Heathen Deities, feated g 
J, 


5 _ amidf the clouds, in full council : they addreſs Jupner. 
in chorus, accompanied by all the inſiruments, 


Chorus of all the Gods. 


OVE, in his chair; 
Of the ſky Lord May'r, 


Witk 


* 1 4 4ͤ N 
With his nods 7 
Men and Gods P12) 


Keeps in we; * e 


When he winks, 
Heaven ſhrinks; — 4, 
When he ſpeaks, 
Hell ſqueaks ; of 
| Earth 5 globe is but his taw. 820 
Cock of the ſchool, | | 
He bears deſpotic rule 5. 
His word, 
Tho” abſurd, 
Muſt be law. 
Even Fate, 
| 'Tho? ſo great, | 
1 Muſt not prate; 45 . 
His bald pate | 


Jore would elf, AMD pada . 


e's fo bluff, 
For a ſtraw. 
Cow'd deities, | 
Like mice in cheeſe, 
To ftir muſt ceaſe,, 
Or gnaw. ' 


Pup. -(rifing .) Immortals, you have-heard your pattie 
ov "reign 
And culprit SoPs high crimes. Shall we who govern, 
Brook ſpies upon 1 kph rs Apollo trample 
On our commands? We'll make him an _ 
As for you, Juno, curb your prying temper, or 


We'll make you, to your coſt, know-we're you * 
Peror. ä 
Funds FI take the las l Jupiter: ) . with 


a ſummons, 
Shall cite you, Sir, t'appear at Doctors Commons. 


Jub. Let OI fest L' chaſe from heaven yon 
June What! for detecting you and. your vile barlot + 


AIR. 
| Think not, lewd Jove, - 
Thus to wrong my chaſte love; 


5 Fer 
- - 
* 


4 | M I D A 8. 8 
For, ſpite of your rakehell eure 
By day and by night, 5 ; 
1 will have her right, | 
Nor be of dues nuptial had.” Wh; 


PI! ferret the haunts 
Of your female gallantst: 
In vain you in darkneſs indoſe them * 
Vour man + 
Pl! plunge. to the ſhades, : eee 
Or into cows wheres PAY? that... {AL ULE. 


Pup. Peace termagant I ſwear by Styx, our ethane 
Shall hurl him to the carth—Nay, never os. _ 
I've ſworn it, 37 
Apollo. Hol „ hold, have patience, 
| Papa No bowels for your eee | 


Be by your friends advie'd, 
Too harſh, too haſty dad! 
Maugre your bolts, wh wiſe head, 


The world will think you mad. | 7 


What worſe. can Bacchus teach men, 
__ His roaring bucks, when drunk, 
Then break the lamps, beat watchmen, 
And ſtagger to Tome punk. a 


J I ſcoundrel—there, 383 Di 


Down Phoebus, down to earthy well hear no farther. 
Roll, thunders, rall; blue liglitnings flaſh about WP be 
The blab ſhall find our ſky can do. without him. | 


$7 @w 4+ te 


Thunder and lightning. Jupiter darts-a'bolt at im be 
© fall.—Jupiter-re-afſumes bis thront, and the Gods 
- all aſcend together, ſinging the initial events ; 


Fenin ke . | 


-- . L 
<S- * wY7 * - » * , - 
* 1 110 23 nn. 9 


1 kwd PA hed 


— hs bod bed 


M 1D A'S. 34 


Scent, A champaign country with « diſtant village; vio- 

lent florm of thunder and lightning. A ſhepherd fleep- 
ing in the field is rouſed by it, and runs away, frighted, 
leaving his cloak, hat, and guittar, bebind bim. Apollo 
(as caſt from heaven) falls to the earth, with a rude 
hack, and lies for a while lum d at length be begins. 
_ to move, riſer, advances, and looking JO ſpeaks. 
Alter which, enters to him Sileno. 


Apol. Zooks, what a cruſh! a pretty 5564 tumble ! 
Kind uſage, Mr Jove—ſweet Si ir, your humble. 
Well, down I am n bones þ ine Lore pep- 
per'd! f „„ een n 
Here doom'd to OW can 1 30 —turn 0 epherd. 
{Puts on the chiek, &e. 
A lucky chought.—In this diſguiſe, Apollo. 
No more, but Pol the ſwain, ſome flock Pl follow. 
Nor doubt I, with my voice, guittar, and perſon, 
Among the nymphs to kick up ſome diverfion. 
Silens. e have we here? a ſightly clown on 
| urdy: 
Hum — plays, I ſee, upon the hurdy-gurdy. 
Seems out of place—a ſtranger—all in tatters z 
I'll hire him—he'll divert my wife and 0 8 
—Whence, and what art thou, boy? Fr 
Pol. An Orphan lad, Sir; 
Pol is my name—a ſhepherd once my dad, Sin. 
P th' upper parts here — though not born to ſervings 
I'll now take on, for faith I'm almoſt ſta 
Sil. You've drawn a prize i* the lottery 80 have [tooz. 
Why—'m the maſter you could beſt apply too. 


Since you mean to hire for ſervice, - * 
Come with me, you jolly dog; WK, 
Lou can help to bring home harveſt, -- © 
LT.end the ſheep, and feed hs hog. 
4 Fa la la. 


With three crowns, your ſtanding wages, 
Yow ſhall daintily be fed; 

Bacon, beans, ſalt beef, cabbages, 
Butter-milk, and onten-breac 


Fa la la. 


0 i 
_ — 


MIDAS 


4 | Come, 1 hands, you'll live in cloven,, 
| When we get you once at home; | 
9 55 when daily labour” s over, 
Well all dance to e ſtrum trum. 
55 Fa la la. | 


| Pol. I dale bands, Lake your offer e 
\,- Farther on I may fare worſe ; 
Zooks, I can no longer ſuſſen 5 
Hungry guts and empty urſe. 
Fa la u. 82 | 
Do, irik handss 405 kiod. I oſſer. *s 
700 I ſtrike hands, and take your ene, 
1 Farther ſceking you'll fare worſe-. 
Fol. Farther on Lmay fare worſe. WHOS 
Sil. Pity ſuch a lad ſhould ſuffer, ).....; 14 
Pol. Zooks, I can no longer ſuffer, | 
Zo Uingr guts and empty. purſes. |- -, 
ol. anger guts and pry; Parkes: Wy 
Ea la la.. 


** — * 5 [Excunt, dancing and fnging 
" "F534 Sckur, Sileno' 8 Farm hoe. | 
Enter Bonds and Nyſa, Myſis following behind. 
Dab. But, Nyfs, how g goes on Squire Midas“ court - 


N . Your ſweet Dams pimp to his great worſhip, 
Bronze me from him a purſe; — but the condition 
| 5 cur'd him, I bullets: of ſuch commiſſions, 
? Daph. The _ -calf ! This muſt blaſt him with wy 
ather. 
Ny. Right. So we ure rid of the two frights together. 
Both. Ha, ha, ha!—Haz ha, ba: 
* Hey- day! what mare's neſt's found Lo For 
ever grinning: 
Le rantipoles—is't thus ye mind. your ſpinning? 


6+ $1200 + iT; Bo 
Gin ore Janes. | Lach 
1 To miſchiet pron ec, 44 


ever they be idle. 195 1 U | 


MIDAS 


Who would rear f 
Iwo daughters fair, 8 
Muſt hold a ſteady bridle: CRT AIG 
For here they ſkip” THER 00m, ©. 
And there they trip, | | 
94 „ The 
1631 Giddy maids, | 
1. + /Poorfilly jades, % 77 ALL. :- 
All after men ae gull Fee 4 9 
They flirt pell-mell, _ SEALS, 
Their train to ſwell,” ed 
Jo coxcomb, coxcomb addings- "yl | 
To evry fop i Thy 
A re cock-a-hoop, 
And ſet their 9 3 * 


| Entar Sileno introducing 12 
Sil. Now, dame and girls, no more let's hear you 
grumble. 
At too hard toil; —T chanc'd Guſt now to ſtumble _.. 
On this ſtout drudge—and hit'd him fit for labour. 
To 'm lad—then he can play, and ſing, and caper,. , 
My. Fine rubbiſh to bring home 3 a trolling thrum 
mer! 
What art thou ** for? ſpeak, thou ragged mummer? 
| * Pol. 
175 Mother, for name | 2 | 
Peace, ſaucebox, or I'll maul you.” 
Pl Goody, my ſtrength and parts you undervalue. 
For his and your work, 1 am briſk and Whit e 
Daph. A fa d cheat elle | CF dns 
V. What, you, you jack. a-dandy? 


A IX. 
pray, goady, pleaſe to moderate theraneour of your tongue: 
Why flaſh thoſe ſparks of fury from your eyes? 
Remember, when the judgment's weak, the prejudice ii 
A ſtranger why will you deſpiſe? * 2 Rrong- 
i ly me, 
Try me, 
© Prove, ere you deny me: 
If you caſt me 


' Daph. "Mamma. 


MID AS. 
Off, you blaſt mee 
Never more to riſe. 


I, OA Sire this inſolence deſerves a drubbing. 
M/ With what ſweet. temper he bears all her ſnub. 


* 


bing! [ Afide, 
Sil. Oons, no more words,—Go,. boy, and get your 
3 1 W a [Exit Pol, 
: ie, why ſo _ to « young be Inner? 
M/ So modeſt! . 5 
Dapb. So genteel! 2 
Sil. Not pert nor lum pin. [Ts My. 


My/. Wou'd he were hang d! 
Ny/. and Dapb. 2 — why ſo frampiſh? 
A I RX. 


N / Mamma, how can you be ſo ll-oatur'd, 
To the gentle, handſome ſwain? 
Dapb. To a lad, fo limb'd, fo featur'd, 
Saure tis cruel to give pain. 

Sure tis cruel, &c. | 
. Girls, for you my fears perplex me, 
'm alarm*d on your account. | 
Sil. Wife, in vain you teaſe and vex me, 
I will rule, depend PO 
Ny Ah, ah! E 34 
Ny/. -7 Mamma, how can you "8 ſo ill-natur'd, 
Daph. & Ab, ah, to a lad ſo limb'd and featur'd? 
NV To the gentle. handſome ſwain; 
Daph. \ Sure 'tis cruel to give pain; 


M/ Sure ' tis cruel to give pain, [1 
Dapb. 5 To the gentle, handſome ſwain. 


1 


My. Girk, for you my fears perplex me; 


I'm alarm'd on your account. 


Sil. Wife, in vain you teaſe and vex me; 


5 I will rule, depend upon't. 
Ny. | Mammal 
Myf. © Pſha! pſha! 
Daph. Papa! 4 
Sil. : Ah! ah! 


Pſha, pſha, you muſt not be fo ill-natur'd; 


Daph. J Mamma, how can you be ſo ill-natur'd, 
9. 28 to a lad ſo limb'd, ſo featur' d? 


4259. 


— 
- — 


* F DA 8. 444 


Daph. Y To the gentle Handſome ſwain, 04. ug 02 
al He's a gentle handſome A4wain, wal 438 
22 Sure 'tis cruel to give pain: IT 

, Tis my pleaſure to give pain, A (8992243 
Dab. J Sure tis cruel to give pain, 


( He's a gentle, handſome kenia, FF 7 A 
To the gentle, handſome ſwain, . 
To your, odious, fav ite ſwain. 5 [Exennt. 


Enter Midas 4d Dametas. 
Mid. Nyſa, you ſay, refus'd the guineas Britiſh, 
Dam. Ah, » Pleaſe your worſhip—ſhe i is wondrous ſkit- 


Mid. rl have her, colt what n. en rb 
Dam. The halter— - 

Mid. As for Madam, Pu 88 ber- 

Some favoured lout.incog. our bliſs op 

Dam. Aye, Pol, the lind, Putropt p of joint our be 
Mid. Pee 55 of that Pal's tricks, —of his ly tam - 


To fling poor No; bus. II. Gan ſend bim ſcampering. 
blood: I'll — 40 him Aire him to _ OY, | 
Where is. old Pan? Perca | 
Dam. Tipling, Sir, at the ale . 
Mid. Run, fetch him we ſhall hit on ſome expedient 
To rout this Pol. | 
Dem 1.89; (going, return) Sir, Your = 
Mid. What boo rig beg Ale, care ee 
' - Juſtice of peate and quorum; 
FY "' Chart. warded=kajght o the ſhire, | 
And cuſtos rotulorum; g LES 
If ſaucy little Nyſa's heart rebellious, © 


My 'ſquireſnip lights, and bankers after fellows? 
AI X. 
Shall a paltry clown, not fit to wipe my ſhoes, 
3 my amours to croſs? 
Shall à peaſant minx, when Juftice Midas wooes, 
er noſe up at him toſs? © 
No: I'll kidnap—then poſſeſs her: 


T' fell her Poll a ſlave, get mundungus in I 3 
Vor. Il. BE 1 hang "ge 80 


„ * 
So glut to the height of pleaſure ud? © A lar” 
MV love and my revenge. | 5 G. es 
No: I'll kidnap, &c.. an # 4 Ib NE 
Scene, Pan is diſcovered fitting at a table, with 4 tank- 
. ard, piper 4 and at gen, him ; yy bagpiper hin 


him. 


0 — 
„ 9 - 1 - * * « " . hy 
4 #4 2 58 : K , 1 wg! 12 W FU l TC 


Jupiter wenches and drinks, 
1 


ile rules the roaſt in the 
„Atte Vet he's a fool if he thinks 
ee That he's as happy as I: ae 
lIuno rates him, 5 
— nd grates him, earl 
And hk his highneſs le, 
. I have my laſs 


Dare, 
And ſtroll à bachelor's merry life. Lo 
19 29:07 "Ir hin fluſter,' ' 
nge, And bluſter, 214 
= Y et cringe to his barrida's bor, 
ee a: E my fait rulips | <7 
ones vH. ©7 clips, $14$4% 2b | 
Aud clink the cannikin her below. | 
1 N X 
Err Dam ztas. 
e This tee the old ſoaker—his pate ales 
little 
| How the world wags, fo he, gets Hink and clade. 
oa, maſter Pan—Gad, yu ve ad, a thiltte+ : 
You may pack up your A and go while. 
The wenches have turn'd tail—to yon buck-ranter: 
Tickled bo: his getter er ſcorn your chanter. 


N | 
| All wound the me Oo ao 


"Ab rod 2 got: 
k outings. 
. | Shout ing, 
. | Ar your (aig 7118p 
þ ; | Fleeringy 


There's old Sileno frifkes like « mad R of . 
12190 71.46 © © dab hn 
SN © (a 13 591 Glad a Emu #246] ba 
CILLA | To ſee fol 4 3 
AI 9 : Cap? ring, "7A — wr ; . 


1 | While kaltes 


Dur Myfis.”\, 
My. 0 Pan! the devil to pay—both my Nuts 6 
Both in their tantrums, for yo ring * 
But I'll go ſeek dem all—and if 1 N 
I'l drive emm—as 3f dd Nick, were behind em. 


#1 J 215 N can · 
Pan. Soa, foa-—gon's 5 A un . | 
A a ; your fu | N 
Pol we 2 FL Ro cher 
dude ie judge and Jurys") | A e 
IF" 1 R. | 21 — 


My. Sure I ſhall run with'vexation diſtracted, 
To ſee my purpoſes thus eounteraRted }- + \ 
This way or that way, or which way foever, 


All = contrary to wy' endearoure 
ers BOSS e. . 
3 eir 5 and ſhame 5 * 
. Fathers neglecting. tt Tee. 


42 e' 

The care. of their t fame 3 1 
Nurſing i in haſom a tre rous viper; 

Here e ene he pays the piper, 

word Co 1 e 2 

Serne, 4 wood For . near Sd farm, flocks gra 

zing at a diffance——a tender hinphony. Daphne 

ereſſes melancholic and ſilent ; fs TR ber. Then 

Daphne, returns e „ 512 tal 


pr FENG $4.3 14 10 V.. 


352. M 1 D A 8. 
M O ho, is it ſo- Mise Daphne i in the dumps? 
Mum—ſnug's the word—I'Il lead her ſuch a dance 
Shall make her ſtir her ſtumps." | 
. Io all ber ſeeret haunt s 44D 
Linke her ſhadow, Ill follow and watch her: 
And, faith, mama mew hear on't eh I catch her. 


[ Retirer, , 
 Daph. La! how my heart goes pit · a· pat ! 35 
thumping, 
Fer fince my father brought us. home this bumpkin! * 
* | A 1 R. q 
He's as tight a lad to fee to, 
As e' er ſtept ih leather ſhoe ; 


And, what's better, he 'H love me too, 
And to him I'll prove true blu. 


Thoꝰ my ſiſter caſts a hawk's s eye, 1 | 
I defy what ſhe can do; ehe 175 5 


1 = 


He oferlook'd the little doxy + © by 1 
* I'm the girl he means'to W. 
Hither 1 ftole out to meet him e 
He'll no doubt my fteps ere Were 
If the youth prove, Ab. | fit him 3 . 


If he's falſe, I'll fit him too. 


| Enter Pol. 921 * f N 1 
l. Think o he devil—'tis ſaid, - N 
He sat your ſhoulder— A $0 1 
This wench was running in EY 
And, pop—bebold, ber. - 


* 


„ "Py = X 
Lorely u aſſuage my anguiſh; 
At n er Wan 
Prays you will not let him tan iſh, 
OR One kind look would cafe his re fe 
Did you know the lad who courts you, 
He'd not long need ſue in vain; 
313 Prince of ſong, of dance of ſports—you 
- Scarce will Fee, 10 


. 8 you're ſuch an oglie 
N Of perfection in. folio, 


M I D A8. 9 
Ne damſel eat refiſt you 
\ Yourfhceds) anreaive;”, LS 
| Limbs ſo ſupple and active, | 
That by this light, 94 
At the firſt ſigbt, 
1 could have run and Ie gen. 


eb (4d A 1 R. * 

If you can caper as well as you hedalate, Kc. 
With the addition of that pretty face, 

Pan, who was hdd: by our ſhepherds 4 god o late, 
Will de kiek'd out, and you ſet in his place. 


His. beard ſo frowſy, his geſtures ſo aukward are, 
And his, bagpipe has {o.drowly a drone, _ 
That if they find vou, as L did, no backwarder, 
Vou may.count on. all the girls. as your on. 


; n within.) Pol, Pol, make ha ſte, 
Pol. | Death, what a time to call! . 
Oh, rot your old lu of leather. © 
Daph Be Pike 
oh „n 
” Enter Nyſa. 

Ny/. Marry come up, forſooth l | 
Ist me, o forward vixen, 52 
You chooſe to play your tricks on 8 

And could your liquoriſh tooth WA 
Eind none but my ſweetheart to fix on R 

Daph. Marry come up again, 

| Indeed, my dirty couſin ! © n 
Have you # fight to ev'ry baut | 
M. Ay, 3 a dozen. 5 


A IX. 
Daph. My minikin miſs, do you fancy 5 Pol 
. Can ever be canght by an infant's dal ?- 
Ny. Can you, Miſs Maypole, ſuppoſe he 95 fall 
In 112 with che giants of of Gul ; 
Daph: 


N.. 


Dok You will * till you're 0 upon the al, 
. You ſtump o' th' gutter, - bop o' my thumb, 
3 F 7 A — 


rom Lilliput come. 


„ 


for your v4 


354 | M 1 D A 8. 
V, You ftalkin wky ſtag, - 
me LICE 


| 1 4 Your huſband muſt come 
+ % Sour grapes, 
2 Ny Lead apes, 
Both. Fl humble your — * Mrs Trapes. 
Daph. _ 1 r affurance, 
Ny. Miſs, your high aim, 
Daph. Is — all endurance, - RA 


. po ©) Are at their laſt p 165 
Daph. No more of theſe freedoms, iſs Nyſa, 1 beg. 
Ny/. * Daphne's conceit muſt be NN a peg· 


Dapb. Poor ſpite! 
Ny." y Pride burt! 
Dasb.. Ir white? - 
M/. 10 1 Rare f rt? $41 


Dapb. } Do, ſhowyourteeth;fpitfire, eee 
M $ This baughtineſs ſoon will be he in the dirt. 


1350 oor. ſpite, & c. 
| | . daa. &c. 
EE Tas i op" . 
ene A Goon: C8 
Enter Nyſa, followed by Midas. a <2; 


id. TPURN, tygreſs, turn g nay, fly. not. { 
I have thee at-a why not. 
How comes, little Niſy,. 
That heart to me ſo icy. .. 
Should be to Pel like tind „ 
Burn't up t' a very cinder! 
Ny. Sir, to my virtue ever ſteady, 
L Firm as a rock, : 
I fcorn your Rock; | 
But why thisattack? 
A miſs can you tacks” 
Who have # wife already? ?: 
My. Ay. there's the curſe - hut the is ola 100 fickly; 
And would my Nyſa grant the favour quickly, 8 
Would the yield now, I ſwear by the Lord Harry, 
"Tr Bee WHY HQ LN marry. n. 


. 


4 "= 
i = N 0 
* ud 1 2 
— * 


- 
= wy * 


„ 2 


M 1 D A * . 
ns. £1 A T RI £m de ar wall | 
O what pleaſures will abouddd 
When my wife is laid in ground! ARS 
| Let earth cover her, |: — 4 


We'll dance over her, 


When my wife is laid in 


O how happy ſhould I be, n 2 Woes 
Would lirtle © Nyſa pig with mel! 
How I'd mumb ip wh 424546 17 
Touze and tumble her, 
Would little Nyſa pig with me! 


Maß Young birds alone are caught with * 
At your baſe ſcheme I lau gg. 


Mid. , Yet take my vows— 
Ny I would not take your bond, Sir,. — 
id. Half my eſtate - 7 __ 
N. No, nor the mhole-—my fand Sir. | 
A I R. 


Ne'er will I be left i the lureh j; 
Ceaſe your bribes and wheedling: 
Till I'm made a bride i' the * oj 1 
I'll keep man from en nt 
| What are riches _ 4-3 
And. ſoft ſpeeches? _ 
Baits and etches its 1 
To dewitch us: n 
When you've won us, | 
And undone us, 
 Cloy'd,, you ſhun .,. 
Frowning on us, 


For our heedleſs un | e 


Euter Pao; and Pol, 1i Henin. 
Mid. Well, maſter Pol Pll tickle; 
For him, at leaft, 1 teat 
When he's in limbo, 
Not thus our hoity toity wiſh 118 
Will ſtick ber arms a- Babe 
Pan. 80, » quires. well wet I flew to hob youy 


Mid. Why, oh this Pol we muſt briog down on 
© « his knees. . - 
Fr = 1% - i Pas, 


« 


34470. 


2836 "br FI A & 
Pan. That were a feat indeed; —a feat to _ 
Mid. Let's home. we'll there Loneert bu 00 
I'll make him ſleip "aft 
| Pan, —As st George did the dragon. | | = 
| SM 267 oh 8 
If into your hen · yard 0 450 ae n 
The treacherous reynard 3 
Steals lily, your poultry 6 rarage 3 
With gun you'attack him. : 
With beagles you track bim: 
All's fair to deſtroy the ſell ge. | 
80 Pol, who; comes picking bb 
Up my tender chicken, . 
No means do I ſeruple to baniſh * 
With power Ill &erbear him. 
With fraud I' enfnare him, 
; + 61 hook or by crook he ſhalt vaniſh, ( Brau 


dene 4 175 before Midas'; * 


| _ Enter Nyſa. 

7 Good t e S2doade oer me? 
Daphne has ſtepp'd before me! n* 
Envy and love devour me. 
Pol doats upon her phiz hard; 

Tis that that ſticks in my e. Ts 
Midas appears now twenty times. more hideous, 
Ah, Nyſa, what refouree! —a'cloyfter. 

8 Death alive—yet t thither maſt [ 

And turn a hun. "264 
Frodigious! ets” 


"A. % £7 a8 1 0 
He In theſe; | A a. 
theie 0 tatters r 
bee mine; 
Then his guittar he elatters. 5 
With 9 divine: 1 vet 
RE Lien . 
ee he kiſed her, Git ef 31 * 
ö a by: 4 
I'm jealous Ne 
* Of ihe fellow's | | 
3 Pad taſte and blind eye. Exit. 
N 1 SCENE, 


* 


M I D A s. _ 
Scaar, Midas“? Parlour. 
Midas, Myße, and Pan, in conſultation over a large bowl 


FRO t ef 


Mid. Come, Pan, your touft— | 4 
Pan. Here goes our noble pmpire e: 
M. And Pol's defeat pledge i in a IHE | 
Mid. Hang bim, in every ſcheme 1271 "ew. has 
| croſs'd us. | 

Myſ. Sure he's the devil himfelf— * 
Pan. Or Doctor Fauſtusn 
Myſ. Ab, Squire——for Pan would you þ but ſtottly 


ftickle, 10 
This Pol would ſoon be in a wretched pickle, Fe | 
Pan. Me, reaſon right 1 * 2 | 
= His to I'halt tickle.” '* Nin 
. Look, Squire, Pee fold oy butter; EA its 
* 45 do but n job for 
At your eomman is Myfis. 
Corll 'em—fix guineas and an old Jacobus, 
Keep, Pan, and ſhame that ſcape- grace. coram nobis. 
Mid. „as ti your 2 4 
I pocket this here ſtuff ln, 5 
And as for that there 
Fruſt me III Work 
At the muſical ſtrugg 1 
FI bully 5 1 | a | 
My awards * 
Your ſure carl. G a3 3 
Blood, he ſhall fly his 'country—that's enough. | 
Pan. Well ſaid, my lad of wax... -.- |” 50 7 
id Let's end the,tankards: ß n 
I have no head for buſineſs till I've ee bard. 1 
Pan. Nor hare my ors brains in them till they're 
ad &3. - 101 7 
When I'm molt rocky, 1 bel ſit my" ſaddle... * 
Mid. Well, 4 * let's take one en and roar 8 
catc | „ 
Then part to our 1 6 1 
Pan. A match. WEEK! 


My. A wick. 


[7 


10 — 1 


[3 F 1733 37 


»#£ 
4 , 
* 1 - : 
| 
3 14 — — TY o 


0 M I D A's 
; n A Ku hit 


a 
: And ene l bn, 
I'll buffet away from e * 
Pan. And I'll ; e — 1 —* 
+ ed Your rſhap's {408 4 ot NN 
Wich all 0 


> A my ht and Sir 84172 
#: hy. And I "Bae Ew | 
Tho! be's ſo plump, 


w_ makes ee 
; 411 n PU row CH OBEY 0 : 15 85 Vid. 
| H/ I buf Ann, * NMH Anne W 


Mid. I'll — 7 75 


Omn. And I'll warrant we ki * 
Aid. For all his cheats pepper a 


, And wendh ky * 
f TY 


LE Tp bis ts aka x13 516 
| oh er 1 0 
on beſom z Ala 
2 Like ugh wich 
tr Leh | 
A 0 Sethe it : 
_ ſweary 1 847 rar 


Mid III mare, i frm N 1 16T 
My/. I' tear. an 
Onn. O rare! 

4 n 


Enter Sileno an Dametas in warm ar, 
Sil. My Daph a wife for thee; the ſquire's baſe pandar! 
* the plantations fooner would I ſend her. 
Dan Sir, your goodwife approv'd my offers. 
Sil. Name her not, hag of Endor; ** 
2 knew the of thee but thy coffers? ?? 
Dan And hall this ditch- 2 this jackanapes 
By dint of congees and of ſcrape 
Sil Theſe are thy ſanders, nd Ache! bra hag 'r. 
Dam. A thing made up of pilfer'd rags —— | 
Sil Richer 1 thou with all thy brags 
and herds, and r 


Ha 


"AIR 


M L. DA aw 


* | F A. I 1 R. 

If a rival my 9 _—_—_ 

lo perſection he find out x flaw; N 
With black he will paint, 
Make a de'il of a ſaiat, 

And change ri 

Dam. Can a father pretetid 0 — wile 

Who his Rien goolt a er 

Who, * is nigh 7 4 
Throws ba dee ae 

And blinks roy por git's eyes d, 


Sil. You're an impu d grub. 
Dam. You are fool'd by a ply rad 3 
pu E an ot 


Your betters nw, a 
Sil. Who will lend mie n U 

This inſolem 2 Ah 1 5 : 

You're un im 
Dam. Your're Hod by a Eat K b. 
Sil. Who will rot in 4 Powdering tub. 
Dam. Whom the prince'of or ola 14% 
Sil. A guinea for a dub, he oY 
Dam. Your bald pate you rub, . x4 Op 
Sil. This muckworm to drub, * 
Dam. When you find chat yd bl our 1 
Sil Rub off, ſirrah, tub, firrah, Nb. 


— 


8 F 


2 


er 


Euter Myſa, attended Iy Daphne and . 
My/. Soh—you attend the trial—we Thall drive hence 


Your vagabond— pts 
Si. I ſmoke your foul-can ivance. 5 
Daph. Ah, Ny, our fate epends upon this ue 
Nyf. bene or your! ſake my claim I here forego ; 

And with your Pol much joy I with you. 

Daph. 62 emini! ſay 21 Won n me ſo? | 

o_ 260096, Þ let M kiſs you. wel 1 

% Let's kneel, and bes his ſtay; w us. 
2 Mamma will ſtorm _ a papa 


Ny. What then? the can but whack ws 0 


* 


* 


* 


1 er 44 


* 


* 


Dam. Is debauch'd by a whipt ſyHabub..-' Exit. 


FI 
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1 1 D 4 8. 


1 R. % 
Doph. Moths, fore you never” ll 
Wi endeavour . en 
To diſſever 4 4 B 


| 8 my 24 AP . 4 bn& 
| 954 | i} 8063 wah 
* 4 Sigh Non None ſoc es" 1 aid 0 TH; 
G * 1 
"hs ah — you gare her, 
N of t deceive T5, uh 43a 2244), * 
you leave 14 n 
Sunk for ever . g Kei 250.04} 
In pinin axe... 
Haſte and ve her 
Db | From Bhck deſp pair. 
is modeſt grace, 
| H euer n ſhape, Wh pres. 
Nyf. Hearts alarming,  . |; 
Daph. Boſoms warming, 
M/, Wrath diſarmin 
Bars. Wu his a hy: 
M/. He's ſo Foy Fun TG 
| y let. him 
Beth. He' s ſo 7 2 — 


1 45 Sluts, are you loſt to Loo 
Sil. Wife, wife, be more tame. 

27 This is madneſs! ? 
8; [ | TELE IT 


TT C4497 


Sober ſadneſs! py 
My. I with gladneſs 110 
of Cou'd Tee bim Twiog, - 344 | 
155 For hi badneſs. N 

. Tie no ſuch thing. 


” Dai Muſt Pan reſign to this fop his 8 | 

_ Muſt | to him yield of brandi the e 
* e while a tongue I brandiſh | , 
7 As. Top outlandiſh 

+ Daph ſhall blandiſh. 
Dam, Will you'rejeQ my income, 
HFerds and clinkum ! 
Bi, Kot and ſink em. 


# 
O % 


Dam 


HIDAS 


Dam. Midas muſt judge. - 5 
Aly. And Pol muſt / ; 02 117 12,65 e | 
Sil. Zounds, Pol har' bulge . 2 | 
Myſ. You lie; N „ | 
Don. You lie: | I | 
Dam. You 12 vou le. . 5 

Sil. 

N / Ressel nene 
Dapb. PoPsly re ſuits beſt our cool grots and clear fountaius. 
MV Pol is young and merry $ 


Daph. Light and airy, 
Sil. As a fairy. 


Ny. Pan is old and muſty; 

Daph. Stiff and fuſty; 

Sil. Sour and cruſty. 

Dapb. Can you baniſh Pol? 

NJ No, on no, no. * 
Let Pan fall. 

Daph. Ay, let him go. 

* ; 

Daph. 5 Ay let 1 | 

Sil. 


= 
” 
" — - _ — —— —_ — 
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Midas comes e attended 5 @-crowd of 
| nymphs and fauaimr. 
Mid. Peace, ” 18 hell broke looſe! what means this 
jawing 
Under my de noſe this clapper>clawing? 
e 
What the deviÞs here to do, 
Ye loggerheads and gypfies? 
Sirrah — and huſſey you, 
And each of you tipſey is: 
But I'll as ſure pull down your pride as 
A gun, or as 'm/ juſtice Midas. 


C HO R Us. 
O tremendous juſtice! 
Who ſhall oppoſe wiſe juſlice 2 wt 


Vou. IL. my 4-4" TW 


2 


* 
o N - 
WR. 


MIDAS. 


A I R 


Mid. I'm given to underſtand, that yoo! re alli ina other 


ere, 


Diſputing whether Pan or Pol ſhall play to you an- 


The delicate ears of juſtice Midas? 


bother year: 
Dare you think your plumſy lugs ſo praper to de- 


cide, as 


* 


Chorus. O tremendous, &c. | 


Mid. Sob; you allow i it then—ye mobbiſh rabble!— 


Enter Pol and Pan ſeverally.. 


Oh, here comes Pol and Pan—now ſtint your gabble. 
Fetch my great E cr ng end this (quabble. 


Now I'm ſeated, —- 
I'll be treated * 
Like the Sophi on n his e 
In my preſence, | 
Scoundrel peaſants | 
Shall not call 1225 ſouls their own. 
My beheſt is, 
He who beſt is, ; 
Shall be fix'd ens chief 5. 
Noe'er the loſer, 
Shall ſhow noſe here, 
But be trauſported like; a wiel. 


Chorus. O tremendous, c. 


Dam. Maſters, will you abide by this condition? 


. Pan. 
P ol. P 
Pan. 

201. 

Mit. 

Pan. 


I aſk no better. | 

TI am all ſubmiſſion. . wav 5.1 
Strike up, ſweet Sir. | | wa #471 
—Sir, I attend your leiſure. / | 
Pan, take the lead. 1 
—Since,'tis your kPa rey 


A IX. 


oy pox of your pother about this or that; 
Your ſhricking or ſqueaking a ſharp or a flat: 
I'm ſhatp by my bumpers; you're flat, maſter Pol; 


1 80 Nen . to * -roll-loll, 


4 4 


"When 


* 


MIDAS 303 


When Beauty her pack of poor lovers would hamper, 


And after Miſs Will- o“ the-Wiſp the fools ſcamper; 


Ding dong, in fing - ſong, they the lady extol: 
Pray what's all this fuſs for, but — toll · de · roll lol. 


Mankind are a medley——a chance-medley race; 
All Rart in full cry; to give dame Fortune chace: 
There's catch as catch can, hit or miſs, luck is all; 
And luck's the beſt tune of life's toll-de-roll- loll. 


I've done, pleaſe your worlhip;. ? tis rather too long ; 
I only meant life is but an old ſong: 

The world's but a tragedy, comedy, droll ; 
Where all a& the ſcene of 


toll-de- roll loll, ' 5 


Mid. By jingo, well perform'd for one of his a 
. 3 


How, dang · dog, don't you bluſn to ſhow your v 
Fal. Why, maſter Midas, for that — | 55% 


Tis enough to daſn one, oo 23 


8 To hear the arbitratorr ; 
I In ſuch unſeemly faſbion ,. 


r 
Ak, happy hours, how er 4206; 
Fe dane'don down away; 
. When, my ſoft, vows: repeating, 
At Daphne? s-feet I lay! 


But from ber charms when ſunder'd; | 


As Midas“ frowns preſage, | cb. 
Each hour will ſeem an hundred,” 3 
Each day appeat an age. hug 


Mid. Silence this juſt i all, at your peril, 
Obedient hear elſe 1 ſhall uſe you very ill. 


THE DECREE. 


Pan ſhall remain; 185 
Pol quit the plain. 01528 e 


Cberus. O tremendous, Ke. | 


. . 
4 , : . ” 
' . T9 L . 
"REY? "LAS i > GS 
L wo. 
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363 | MI D A $ 
Mid. All dow with me to mighty Pan ——eftithrone 
Bim | 
No pouting—and with feſtal chorus erown him 
[ The crowd form two ranks befide the chair, and join 
in the chorus, whilſt Midas crowns. him with bays.] 
0 HO RUS. 
See, triumphant ſits the bard, 
Crown'd with bays, his due reward: 
- Exil'd Pol ſhall wander far; 
Exib'd, twang his faint guittar : 
While, with echoing ſhouts of praiſe, 
We the bagpipe's glory raiſe. 
Mid. Tie pas Wes Keeps.you: here, you raga« 
; Fe | | 


Go trudge—or do you wait for a good cuffing ! 


Pol. Now, all attend. The wrath of Jove, for rapine, 


Corruption, luſt, pride, fraud; there's no eſcaping. 


[ Throws: off bis, diſyuiſe, and appears as Apollo. 


Tremble, thou wretch! chou ſt ſtretch'd thy utmoſt 


tether ; | 
Thou and thy tools ſhall go to pot together. 
| A I NX. 
Dunce, I did bat ſham, 
For Apollo I am, Fork 
God of muſic; and king of Parnaſe: 
Thy ſcurvy decree, © 5 
For Pan _ me,. 
I reward with 
Mid. Detected, baulk'd, and ſmall, 
On our marrow- bones we fall. ö 


u., Be merciful. 


Daw: Be pitiful. 5 
Mid. Forgive us, mighty Sol—— Alas, Alas“? 
7 . 


Aol. Thou a Billinſgate quenn, [To Myſ. 


Thou a pander obſcene, LT Dam, 
With ſtrumpets and bailiffs ſhall claſs; 

Thou, driven from man, [To Mid. 

He a ſtinking old goat, thou an aſs, an * 


| MIDAS. 865 
þ Be thou ſquire—his eſtate 75 LTe Sik 
- To thee I tranſlate. | 

To Daph. 


To you his ſtrong cheſts, wicked maſs: Ted. 


5 Live happy, while I, 
Recall'd to the ſky, | 
Make all the gods laugh at Midas. 
Daph. O Together with Q . To undanee, ing; fle; 
Sil. the other nymphs ee wich bis 
M/ Nand.fwains. ON TY 
Dap. Now critics, lie ſnug, 
I, Not a hiſs, groan, or ſhrug; 
b Remember the fate of Midas, 
Midas; 
—— the fate of Midas. 


CHORUS. 
| Now, critic, lie ſnug, &c. 


End or 18 Second VoLunss. 
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